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IMPORTANT NEW NOVELS 





“The Making of an American”’ 


THE MAN OF 
THE HOUR 


By OCTAVE THANET 


The Man of the Hour, by Ocrave 
THANET, is an American story, close to American 
life, strong with the vigor of American ideals and 
vibrant with the tenderness of American love. It 


more nearly approaches ‘‘THE GREAT AMERICAN 





NoVEI,”’ than any other book of our day. 


Seven beautiful pictures by Lucius W. Hitchcock. 
Bound in Cloth, 12mo, $1.50, postpaid. 


—— 





| - 


“‘The March King’s New Masterpiece”’ 


PIPETOWN 
, | SANDY 


| By JOHN PHILIP SOUSA 
The Author of “* The Fifth String ’’ 


again shows that his skill with the 





| pen is equal to his skill with the 
} baton. 

‘‘Pipetown Sandy”’ is a tale of 

Mr. Sousa’s own city of Washing- 

ton in the sixties—a tale combin- 

ing adventure, humor, the tender- 


ness of boyhood and the interest of 
a novel love plot. 


\ Twelve pictures by C. L. 
{ Hinton. Bound in Cloth, Xie ; 
12mo, $1.50, postpaid. JOHN PHILIP SOUSA 





THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, Publishers, INDIANAPOLIS 
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FREE BOOKS—READ CAREFULLY 


We are going to give away, absolutely free of cost, 52 sets of books worth $16.00 a 
set. As one who reads you will be interested in this offer. Read carefully, for this 
is a rare opportunity, and one that will not occur again. In 
taking stock we find on hand a few sets of the 


Makers of History 


32 magnificent volumes, of which the bindings are slightly 
rubbed—not enough to impair their real value, but sufficient to 
prevent their shipment as perfect stock—at the regular price of 
$32 and $48 per set. There being only 52 of these sets, we 
shall not rebind, but have decided to let them go for half-price, 
upon easy monthly payments, and to give away with each of 
these 52 sets FREE one set of Shakespeare’s Complete Works 
in 8 magnificent volumes worth $16 per set. 

The ‘‘Makers of History’’ are the most entertaining and 
instructive friends you could possibly have in your home, Each 
volume is a complete narrative of a man or woman who in their 
time made things happen. There is not a dull page in the entire 
32 volumes. No set of books published can compare in interest 
or instruction with the ‘‘Makers of History.’’ They are as 
absorbing as anything you can imagine. They are the kind of 
books that keep people up late reading. Once you start to read 
any of these volumes you dislike to stop until the book is fin- 
ished. Hundreds of thousands know and own these books, 
Their sale is ever increasing, because they are real books to be 
read and enjoyed—not to be put away and never looked at. 

Read coupon carefully; price is cut in halves. You 
take no risk. After examination, if books are not found to be 
satisfactory, return them at our expense. Remember, these sets 
are as good as new for all practical purposes. We guarantee the 
interiors are not injured, 
























































40 "ioolis, Less than Description of the Free ShaKespeare 


4 Cents a - ; . ‘ : 
Volume It contains all the rragedies, all the ¢ omedies, all the F oems and Sonnets, 
— 9° and embraces a History of the Early Drama, an Exhaustive Biography, 
Shapespeare’s Will, In- 
troduction toeach Play, 
Index to Characters, a & 
Glossary of Obsolete |7/TLES OF BOOKS 





We Recommend the Special Library Binding 
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2 Words,Namesof Actors | William th 
° yN e Conqueror 
Free Eight Volumes Shakespear Coupon and Actresses of Shake- | Alexander the Great 
—— ————— | smeisie ba Noteron | Alfred the reat 
> é ay, Ce» C., € 
Harpers History Club, 16 East 17th St., New York | the works of Collier, p omerey be vein 
You may send me for inspection and approval one set of the aight, bag ore Pan ws Genghis Khan 
MAKERS OF HISTORY VerPlank,andHudson | xcrxes 
32 volumes, bound in the style indicated by having the ‘*X" beside it. a Son. | Julius Cesar 
a . EDITED BY Pyrrhus 
Cloth Binding (regular price $32 per set). I will pay for same Charles I. 
if I decide to keep the books, as follows $1.00 after I examine George Long Duyckink | Josephine 
them, and $1.50 a month for eleven months Many full-page illus- mat Antoinette 
Special Library Binding ‘regular price $48 per set). I will pay trations, including por- ernand> Cortes 
for same, if 1 decide to keep the books, as follows: $1.00 after traitsof leading Shake- |King Philip 
examine them, and $2.00 a month for eleven months spearean actors and Louis Philippe 
tis anieen : 90" ae : a a actresses, and scenes ueen Elizabeth 
s unc od you send both sets of books, the “Makers of History . , " leopatra 
in 32 volumes, and the 8-volume “Shakespeare,” to me upon oval, from the plays taken nA : tof A 
and if I decide not to keep the books I am to return them to you, from the famous Boy- Margaret o njou 
charges collect. If I decide to keep the books, I am to pay you for dell Gallery. 8 vol- Richard Il. 
the “ Makers of History’’ and you are to present the ‘‘Shakespeare’’ to umes. Handsomely and Darius the Great 
me free of cost durably bound in fine Peter the Great 
NAME. — : a a cloth, gilt tops, with agua 
STREET gold lettering and ° 
STREET stamping. omens 
ae vas ortense 
CITY OR TOWN Order to-day—to- Madame Roland 
STATE morrow may be too Henry IV. 
q AINSLEE’S OCT. late. Only 52 Sets will Pa ay eneres 
be given away. Charles II. 





Richard Ill. 


Harpers History Club, 16 East 17th St., New York, N. Y, [Mary Queen of scots 
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JUST 
OUT! 


New and 





RevisedEdition 


SEE 
SPECIAL 
OFFER 
BELOW 





The World’s Best Music 


VICTOR HERBERT, Editor-in-Chief. 


Why go on buying expensive sheet music, which lies in ragged piles around the house, and 
soon becomes scattered and torn? You can secure the best works of all composers, as well as 
popular pieces of recent years, in beautiful bound volumes, which open flat at the piano—strong 
and durable, yet light and easy to handle, 


No music lover can afford to be without the new and revised edition of “The World’s Best Music.” It is 
bound in eight large handsome volumes, containing numerous illustrations in colors; many full page portraits 
of famous musicians, hundreds of musical biographies, graded and general indexes, special practice music for 
students, and many other unique and attractive features. The selections have been carefully made to suit all 
degrees of musical taste and ability. It will provide endless entertainment for yourself and friends—music for 
every occasion. Fifty thousand sets already sold. Endorsed by the music-loving public of every country on 
the Globe. Will soon pay for itself in the saving on sheet music. 


A LIBRARY OF MUSICAL MASTERPIECES. 


EDITORS-—Victor Herbert, Reginald DeKoven, Fanny | INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC—Five volumes of instru- 
Morris Smith, Gerritt Smith, Louis R. Dressler, Joseph M. | mental pieces, comprising popular and operatic melodies, 
Priaulx, Helen Kendrick Johnson and others dances, marches and classic and romantic piano music. 

COMPOSERS—More than 200 of the world’s famous | VOCAL MUSIC—Three volumes of vocal music, con- 
composers, such as Wagner, Liszt, Paderewski, Sullivan, stituting the largest, best and most complete library of 





















Mozart, Handel, Chopin, DeKoven, Strauss and Gounod. songs ever gathered together in one collection. 


SPECIAL LIMITED OFFER. 


The 2,200 pages of music in this Library would cost you over $250 if purchased one 
piece atatime. We offer you the complete set in cloth binding for $1.00 down and 
$2.00 a month—total price $24.00. Thisoffer is limited to 400 sets. After that it will 
be sold exclusively by agents at the regular price, $48.00 a set. In ordering now 
you buy direct from the publisher, at the lowest wholesale price—no agent or 
middleman makes a profit. 








Of the 490 sets, about 35 are bound in half leather, like the above illustration. 
These we will close out at $28—terms, $1 down and $2 a month. 

We do not ask you to subscribe for the Library until you have thoroughly ex- 
amined itin your own home. Mail the accompanying coupon to-day. We will 
send you a set (express paid by us) for five days’ examination and use. If it 
does not suit you, simply notify us, and we will arrange for its return at no 
expense to you whatever. 


To the first fifty persons answering this adv. we will give abso- 
lutely free of charge, « beautifai and serviceable oak bookcase 
made especially to hold a set of “‘The World's Best Music. 


78 Fifth Avenue 
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The Three Most Popular Authors in the World 


Hm 


_MARY J. HOLMES 


of whose books over four millions have been sold 


MRS. GEORGIE SHELDON 


whose novels have had a circulation of over three millions 


CHARLES GARVICE 


whose success as a novelist has been unprecedented 
me 


HE aggregate circulation of the books of these three authors runs 
close to ten million copies. No other three authors in any 
country have ever appealed to such an enormous public as these 
three; no other authors have enjoyed so steady a popularity for 
a number of years; no others have won a reputation depending so 
entirely on the merit of their books. 

This is the best proof of the excellence of their work. The 
reading public is the best and final judge of what constitutes great 
fiction. 

Up to the present time, none of these three authors have ever 
consented to the serialized magazine-publication of their novels. 
They have appealed to the public through the medium of books, 
and must be unknown to those who read magazines rather than 
books. 

The publishers of Smith’s Magazine feel that they are doing a 
great thing for the magazine-reading public in introducing these 
three authors to them. Henceforth, their novels will appear exclu- 
sively in Smith’s Magazine in serial form. In bringing these three 
authors together in one magazine, Smith’s has done what has never 
been attempted by a magazine. It gives the admirers of each an 
opportunity to get their favorite novels, together with the biggest 
and most comprehensive illustrated magazine in the world, for ten 
cents. 
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MRS. MARY J. HOLMES 
Author of “A Homestead on the Hillside,” “Tempest and Sunshine,” “ Meadowbrook,” etc. 


RS. MARY J. HOLMES has been familiar to the reading public 
longer than either Mrs. Sheldon or Charles Garvice. With 
her first novel she made an instantaneous success. Since then 
every succeeding book from her pen has reached a larger and more 
enthusiastic public. At the present time the combined circulation 
of her books amount to more than four million. No author has 
ever secured such a tremendous host of admirers. Her latest novel 
“Among the Nihilists,” a fascinating story dealing with life in 
Russia, starts serially in the October Smith’s. 
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MRS. GEORGIE SHELDON 
Author of “ Trixy,” “Stella Rosevelt,’’ “ Edrie’s Legacy,” etc. 


RS. GEORGIE SHELDON has not been known to the reading 
public for so long a period as Mrs. Holmes, but her popularity 

is tremendous. Over three million copies of her books have been 
sold, Her next novel, which will commence shortly in Smith’s 
Magazine, will be a pleasant surprise to many of her readers. Some 
time ago she ceased writing, having decided to give it up altogether. 
She has been induced, however, to break her silence. After a 
period of rest, her latest novel will appear in serial form in Smith’s. 















CHARLES GARVICE 
Author of “ The Ransom,” “ Elaine,” “* The Other Woman,” etc. 


HARLES GARVICE is a newer arrival in the literary field than either Mrs. 
Sheldon or Mrs. Holmes. He is an Englishman, but his books have attained 
an unrivalled circulation in America. Owing to the fact that many of his earlier 
works have been published in various parts of the country by different publishers, 
an accurate estimation of his circulation is impossible. It is certain, however, that 
it has been close to that of Mrs. Sheldon’s. Mr. Garvice now writes exclusively 
for Smith’s Magazine. His novel, “ Diana’s Destiny,” opened in the first number, 
and others will appear later. 
* ok o 

In thus securing the work of the three most popular authors in the world, 
the publishers of Smith’s feel that they are appealing to a bigger public than any 
other periodical. 

Those of you who have seen Smith’s know that it has many other strong 
points. Its size, its illustrations, its special articles on vital questions, its fashion 
department and special articles for women, make it the most complete magazine 
ever published. Smith’s, the biggest magazine in the world; price, ten cents, at 
all newsdealers. Published by the Smith Publishing Company, 79-89 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 
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FRENCH—GERMAN— 
SPANISH—ITALIAN 


Spoken, Taught and Mastered Through the 
LANGUAGE 
PHONE- 










The Rosenthal 
Common Sense Method 
of 
Practical Linguistry 
The Latest and Best Werk of Dr. Richard S, Rosenthal 


YOU HEAR THE ACT PRONUNCIATION OF EACH 
WORD AND PHR: ASE. A few minutes’ practice several times 
a day at spare moments gives athorough mastery of conversa- 
tonal French, German, Spanish or Italian. 
Send for testimonials, booklet and letter. 
INTERNATIONAL LANGUAGE-PHONE METHOD 
1105D Metropolis Bldg., Broadway and 16th St., N. Y, 
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We Are Selling 


ppp 2s FAN MOTORS, $1.25 va . 
TERY T 






a 75e. to 8.00 
TELEGRAPH OUTFITS, sits i ee 
BATTERY MOTORS, 75. to he 

NECKTIE AND CAP’ LIGHTS, Tie. to oa 
DYNAMOS and MOTORS, $960 to... 


KS g Pree 
IND. OHIO ELECTRIC WORKS, Cleveland, ©. 


The Meteoric Diamonc 


Arecently discovered GEM of SURPASSING BEAUTY, 
BRILLIANCY and ENDURANCE. Not offered as 
an imitation but as a SUBSTITUTE for the real 
diamond, SOLID GOLD mountings only, latest 
designs. Price within 


: Let us 

FREE DESCRIPTIVE 1 B OKLET. 

Box 517 Columbes, 0. 
Mining Co. 








THE HILL BROS 
American Agents 





SELL GOODS BY MAIL = 


Greatest successes of recent years have been made by Mail- 
Order firms. Note the large number of advertisements in weekly 
and monthly publications; nearly all transact business through the 
mails. For the beginner in Mail Order business, the principal 
thing is to start right. By following our plan, which has been 
tested for years, you are certain to start right; it tells how a profit- 
able Mail Order business may be started; best line of goods for 
beginner; hints on advertising, etc. Plan free to interested parties. 


If YouEarnLess 


I can DOUBLE your Salary or Income 


by teaching you how to write catchy, intelligent 
advertising. My system of instruction by Mail 
is the only one in existence that has the hearty 
indorsement of the great experts and publishers 
and I am anxious to send my Prospectus, to- 
gether with the most remarkable facsimile proot 
ever given in the history of correspondence in- 
Struction, if you are interestei. 1 will show 
you how to earn from $25 to $100 per week. 


George H. Powell, 1574 Temple Court, N. Y. 


Per Week 
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CENTRAL SUPPLY CO., 1002 S Grand Avenue, KANSAS cITY, » MO. 





MOTSINGER AUTO-SPARKER 


rts ar d runs 
“Gas Engines without Batteries. 
No other machine can do it successfully for 
lack of original patents owned by us. No 
twist motion in our drive. No belt or 


Write 
to-day. 






Catalog switch necessary. No batteries what- 
ree ever, for make and break or jump-spark 
an 24 Water and dust-proof. Fully guaranteed. 
u mf 

infor- wae MOTSINGER DEVICE M’ ve CO.. 
mation 94 Main praca a Ind., U. S.A. 








Motion Pictures 
Machines and Films 
Stereopticons.«Slides 


For public og meg in 
theatres, halls, show tents, 
etc. Catalogue No. 21 free. 




















KLEINE OPTICAL COMPANY, 52 State St., Chicago, Ills. 











Every 
leading magazine 
wants new material. 
















supply does not nearly satisfy the il 


demand. We train by mail for any 
branch of magazine and newspaper writing. 
Justaseasyas A BC, Write to-day for particulars, 
Sprague Corres. School of Journalism, 254 Majestic Bldg, Detroit, Nich, 
you CAN 
iF 


BE A NURSE «2: 


To the éarnest, sympathetic, womanly woman who wants to be independent 
and accomplish something, no vocation offers so congenial and profitable a 
field as that of the Trained Nurse. Our courses, specially prepared for 
home study and containing all the most modern ideas, qualify you, with- 
out loss of time, for this work. Our graduates are earning from $15 to $30 
Per week. Ours is the oldest school teaching nursing by mail, and the only 
one having a physician in charge and attending to all correspondence. 
Book describing five courses sent free at your re quest, 


Chicage Correspondence School of Nursing, 820,46 Van Buren St., Chicago 




















TO PROVE that “Daus’ Tip-Top” is the 
best and simplest device for rer yo 100 
copies from pen-written and 50 copies 
from typewritten original, we will ship 
complete duplicator, cap size, without 
deposit, on ten (10) days’ trial. 
Price 87.50 less trade dis- 

count of 33% per cent., or $5 net 





















—_— roel 
ae the Standard Machines SOLD or 
RENTED ANYWHERE at HALF 
MANUFACTURERS’ PRICES, allowing 
RENTAL TO APPLY on price. Shipped with 
privilege of examination. Write for Catalogue. 


201 LaSalle St. 


Typewriter Emporium’curcaco 





Be Your Own Boss! 


MANY MAKE 82,000.00 A YEAR. You have 
the same chance. Start a Mail Order Business at 
Home. We tell you how. Money coming in daily. 
Enormous profits. Everything furnished. Write 
at once for our “ Starter” and FREE particulars. 


M. L. KRUEGER CO., 155 Washington Street, Chicago, Ill. 





«Riding Comfort” for horse and man 


eae W hitman 


Special Saddles Built for Individual Re- to 
quirements, [Illustrated catalogue free, $65 
containing everything from “‘Saddle to Spur.”’ 


The Mehibach Saddle Co., 106 N Chambers St., N. Y. City 
Successors to the WHITMAN SADDLE Co. 












When writing to advertisers please mention Ainslee’s 








AINSLEE’S ADVERTISER 




















Outlast two or three ordinary brushes-— 


but costnomore! The bristles are the 
i S life of a brush —bristles in Dupont Brushes are the finest procurable. 
You're sure of a good brush if ““DUPONT’’ is on it. The pro- 


duct of the largest and most thoroughly equipped factory in the oh 
Hundreds of styles and sizes—in all woods, REAL 
EBONY, bone, pearl, tvory—for hair, tecth, Sace, 
hands, clothes, etc. Sold by Depariment, Dry Go ors) 
Drug and $ewelry Stores—if not by yours, we wil 
SHLD gone Birr cetyl: by mail Boe necessary. 
it Brushes and Bristles, how to select 
and cnen ae “~ Brushes, etc., sent on request. 
=. DUPONT & CO., (Paris, Beauvais, London) 
on York Office, 26-28 Washington P 






















A plainly told, scientific book about 
able works ¢ver written. It tells We bought the entire stock of newand up-to-date books. We 


“reminology” | A Train Load ot Book 
Compete table of ch rain 0a 0 0 S 
sample pages sen . e ‘ 
woman, is one of the most fascinat- Big Book House Failed~ 
1 ing, intensely interesting and valu- 
| | woman the vital thing she must are closing them out at from 10 cents to 50 cents on the dollar. 





know about maidenhood and These are sample prices: 
common sense treatment of female Charles Di 
ckens’ Complete Works, 15 volumes, regularly $15.00. 
diseases, diet, nursing, children’s Our price, $2.95 
and 26 colored plates. the retail price WHILE THEY LAST. Get our free Bargain 
CHICAGO, May 2, 1902. “If some -fthe information contained in List before ordering. Write for it today. 


t | ! motherhood, 404 is especially in- Late copyrights were $1.50. Our price, 8c. The 38c list in- 
Li 
diseases and their care, personal 
“Feminology were more widely and ti.nely known and heeded, endless . : 
and née ness miseries might be avoided.”—Chicago Tribune. | ‘ The David B. Clarkson Company, Dept. 22, Chicago 








teresting to parents. It treats of cludes The Christian, Call of the Wild, Brewster’s Millions, 
marriage, parental inhe foot Graustark, The Castaw: ay, David Harum, etc. 
physical culture, care of babies. Encyclopedia Britannica regularly $36.00. Our price, $7.75. 
|| i beauty; giving information that is all Every book guaranteed to be new, perfect and satisfactory, or 
i important to health and happiness. your money back without question or quibbling. 
= Has 700 pages, beautifully illustrated Practically any book or set of books you want at a fraction of 
Write for 32-page table of contents and see what this wonderful book contains. 
Cc. L. Dressier & Co., 2204 Gladys Ave., Cae, Uh 














The Failure of Merrill @ Baker Peber 


RIDPATH’S HISTORY OF THE ee bi 
























9 massive volumes, 4,000 pages, 2,000 illustrations. 


The sets are their latest edition, down to date, new, just from the 
bindery, beautifully bound in half morocco. We shall sell them at 


A VERY GREAT BARGAIN 
Less even than DAMAGED SETS have been sold 


Hundreds who read this have decided to buy Ridpath 
some day; now isthe time. No need for us to tell you 
about Ridpath. The English-speaking world has _pro- 
nounced this the only history of the world worth having. 

It is endorsed by Presidents Harrison, Cleveland and 
McKinley, Jefferson Davis, Lew Wallace, John L. Stod- 
dard, Bishop Vincent, Dr. Cuyler, Rabbi Hirsch. Presi- 
dents of Ann Arbor, Amherst, Brown, Dartmouth, Tufts, 
Trinity, Bates, Colby, Smith, Vassar, Yale and other Col- 
leges, and by the Great American People, 200,000 of whom 
own and love it. 


You should buy Ridpath 


Because it is the only general history recognized as an authority 
Because you should know history in these history making days 

Because it is so beautifully written your children will learn to love it 
Because this is your chance to buy it much less than ever before. 
Because you may pay in small st onthly if you prefer. 
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WESTERN 
NEWSPAPER 
ASSOCIATION 
204 Dearborn St. 
Chicago 


Please send me Ridpath Sample 
Pages and full particulars offered 


in AINSLEE'S MAGAZINE. 




















PEPRMEs cesies wis 


Send coupon today. We will write you all about it |< ADDRESS 
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Saves 
a Day 






America’s Premier 
Train 






“Twentieth Century 
Limited” 


Chicago-New York 


18 Hours 


Lake Shore-New York Central 












i er 

‘0, Ill. - 
A. J. ‘SMITH, 

Gen. Passenger Agent, 

Cleveland, O. 


Panonger is T 2a 
























“A great deal in a little space.” 
—The Press. 


“THE 
FOUR-TRACK 
SERIES” 


This is the title of a series of books 
of travel and education issued by the 
Passenger Department of the 








—breeziest and gayest of September 
pleasure spots! 
There’s life and color at “the roofs; Coney 





NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES. is calling; at the theatres new stars are begin- 
_ : ‘3 : ning to twinkle; the kind of people you like to 

These small books are filled with in- see are pouring into town. 

formation regarding the best modes If you’d rather watch the leaves turn, buy your 

of travel and the education that can tickets via Big Four to 

best be obtained by travel. New England Autumn Resorts 
They relate specifically to the great Fast trains—convenient hours—courtesy and 

resorts of America—to trips to the comfort all the w: ty and the best meals on 

islands of the sea and around the world. wheels when you “take the Big Four.” 
They also contain numerous illus- Write for particulars to 

trations and new and accurate maps WARREN J. LYNCH, 


of the country described. Gen’ Pass. Ast. 
A copy of the 52-page Illustrated Catalogue of Cincinnati, Ohio. 
the “Four-Track Series” will be sent free, post- 
aid, upon receipt of postage stamp by George H. 
Daniels, General Passenger Agent, New York 
Central & Hudson River Railroad, Grand Central 
Station, New York. 
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This is the 





| about. 


F a person with every obstacle in his way can go 
through our school and profit by the practical 
instruction we give by correspondence, there is 

no excuse for your being handicapped by a lack of 
advertising knowledge. here are two reasons, 
however, usually offered by the average man with 
good intentions when he defers immediate action. 
One _is, “lack of money,” the other, “lack of 
time.” These reasons will always hold you back 
if you do not eliminate them. The great mass of 


humanity invariably shows a ready excuse for its 
present condition. The young fellow who is 
working at a small salary in the store, in the of- 


fice, or in the shop, will give excuses for his pres- 
ent condition. Still, he attends entertainments, 
watches the baseball score, and interests himself 
in other sports and amusements. He thinks that 
luck will some day come his way. He thought 
the same last year, and will continue to think the 
same next year. His excuses are your advantage, 
because he is the sort of fellow that comprises the 
great mass of people. When opportunity for ad- 
vancement knocks at your door be ready to let her 
enter. It is lack of common sense and fore 
thought on your part to satisfy yourself with 
flimsy excuses. 


BIG MONEY IN THE BUSINESS. 


do not care whether you are a clerk at $12 a 
week or an employer at $10,000 a year, the same 
opportunity for increasing your present income is 
offered in this Educational Institution. 

The business man is the one who has common 
sense enough to see the benefit of a business 
knowledge and he is the man who writes for full 
information. He is not necessarily at the head of 
a concern, but he is ambitious, and has within 
him seeds from which his future success will 
grow. We do not want natural-born dullards. 
Advancement does not appeal to them. They do 
not want to advance and therefore there is no 
danger of our receiving even an inquiry from 
them. But to the man of ambition and strong 
desire to advance in life we want to extend our 
helping hand, so that he may lift himself out of 


original advertising 
School you have heard so much 


TO WRITE 
-RTISEMENTS 


$100.00 a Week 


“his present condition. For such a man 
the future holds out better things than 
the daily routine, where the obstacles, 

“lack of money” and “no time” are al- 
ways in his mind. 

You have as much time at your dis- 
posal as a street car conductor who 
worked twelve hours a day and who is 
now earning $2,000 a year as advertis- 
ing manager. 

You can spare the money as easily 
as the man who received $8.00 a week, 
$6.00 of which he used for the sup- 
port of his mother. He joined our school and is 
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CHAPTER I. 


fHE studio in Numero 
rue Boissonade had 
on its holiday togs: 
model stand covered 
with rugs, tea table 
much in evidence, 
NM Ae: Wa) framed picture on the 
easel, and lilacs 
enough in the great brass bowl in the 
corner to serve as sweetly affirmative 
witnesses that the heart of Paris and 
the heart of spring had renewed their 
vearly alliance. 

To judge from the blitheness of Car- 
rington, he, too, had spring in his heart 
and a festal day in prospect. 

Life, already lavish in good gifts, was 
on the point of giving him the one he 
most desired to grasp. 

At twenty-one he had health, plenty 
of money, and a talent to which he con- 
sidered health and money merely sub- 
servient—a talent which lured him to 
work indefatigably. 

The portrait on which he had lavished 
himself hung on the line in the spring 
salon; and Velantour, the master for 
whom he had toiled tirelessly for the 
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last three years—-Velantour, the stern- 
est critic in France, most sparing in 
praise—Velantour, whose painting ex- 
peditions in the far East were always 
solitary save for his trusted courier— 
Velantour had invited Carrington to go 
with him to the Vale of Cashmere and ° 
the Himalayas! To paint with him and 
by his side for three long, delicious 
months. 

“Tt is not enough to put people’s souls 
on canvas, mon cher, if you can’t put 
nature’s heart back of them,” he had 
told him, hand on his shoulder. Velan- 
tour, whose caustic criticisms usually 
confined themselves to technique, and 
took small account of souls! 

Carrington tingled to his finger tips 
in the desire to be off. Life was good— 
was “bully,” as Carrington phrased it. 
And he whistled softly, rapturous as a 
thrush, as he crossed the studio to lift a 
corner of the rug which covered a trunk 
masquerading as a seat, a trunk locked 
and strapped; packed with an infinite 
forethought for any possible contin- 
gency that might arise during the trip; 
with enough paint tubes and brushes to 
set up a small dealer; packed, too, with 
hopes and aspiration, which luckily take 
up no room, and do not increase the ex- 
cess baggage rate. Had they weighed 
the smallest fraction of an ounce apiece, 
modern hydraulics could not have lifted 
that trunk a single inch. 














“And we start to-night! Jove, it’s un- 
believable!” he said, exultantly, as he 
dropped the rug corner and stood up, 
straight and slender and tall, a hand- 
some boy with his black hair a trifle 
long, his blue eyes aglow, his delicate 
features alight with enthusiasm as he 
drew in a long breath of satisfaction. 

There was a touch of the romantic in 
his attire—in the loosely hanging, dark 
gray velveteen suit that was almost 
black, and the soft cravat that had the 
color of pigeon’s blood. 

He was young enough to like that 
sort of thing, dandy enough to order 
those dull gray suits by the half dozen, 
with long, crimson lined cloaks and 
marvelous soft felt hats; and handsome 
enough to make Velantour vow he 
would immortalize him in them. “Le 
nouveau Van Dyck,’’ he whispered to 
himself, for he loved the boy as much as 
he believed in his future, and he believed 
in that with the intensity and concen- 
trated fervor of a man who permits 
himself few beliefs. 

“To have a son like that!” he would 
murmur — little, squat, short-legged, 
gray-headed, lonely old, famous Velan- 
tour; and the words wrenched his lips 
into the dry twist of an old grief. 

For Velantour’s scapegrace son had 
rested many years in Pére-la-Chaise. 


Velantour was coming this afternoon 
to the informal little reunion of the half 
dozen friends whom Carrington had 
summoned to wish him God-speed. 

With the warning swish of the cur- 
tains Carrington turned to see if it was 
he even now. But he saw instead a 
young fellow of his own age, a youth 
whose brown hair curled  obstinately, 
whose mouth was wide and mobile, and 
who had the kind of snub nose one inev- 
itably associates with jollity. 

“My dear Ned, you’re most disap- 
pointing,” the newcomer stated, with 
burlesque complaint and a gesture that 
sent his hands far apart. “You ought 
to be putting the last touch to a tuft of 
grass in the foreground. It’s a poor 
foreground that won’t stand a few extra 
tufts here and there, and it’s an im- 
mensely effective proceeding. Or else 
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you ought to be on your knees to the 
gods. You're neither posing piously to 
please Providence, nor patently to please 
aris. I’m afraid we've overrated your 
genius. You'll never make a Whistler.” 
He laughed good-humoredly as he 
grasped Carrington’s outstretched hand. 


Robert Parker, yclept Bobbins, took 
life easily. 
“I’m so happy, Bobbins,” Carrington 


confided in him, “that I can’t even think. 
Isn’t it ripping—going east with Velan- 
tour?” 

“Tt is for you, Rising Genius,’ Bob- 
bins assured him, “but so far as I am 
concerned, though I might manage to 
sit under a Kashmirian cedar with a fan, 
standing on an icy peak with a pot of 
paint strapped to my waistband, and a 
fault-finding old gentleman to tell me 
how badly I was using it, isn’t my ideal 
of bliss. No Himalayas for me.” 

“Bless you, Bobbins, we’re not con- 
tracting to paint them by the yard, the 
way you do a fence,” expostulated Car- 


rington, laughingly. “We're going to 
make pictures, not advertise breakfast 
foods.” 


“What is your sister going to do?” 
queried Bobbins. 

“Elenore is going to Brittany to-mor- 
row with the Waldens,” Carrington told 
him promptly. 

“And Hastings, 
ways wanted to go to Brittany,” 
bins laughed. 

“Well, Hastings has certainly devel- 
oped a sudden enthusiasm in that direc- 
tion,’ Carrington acknowledged. 

“Do you suppose Elenore——” Bob- 
bins began mysteriously. 

“IT know enough to know that I don’t 
know anything about girls,” Elenore’s 
brother announced, promptly. “Do you 
suppose Hastings “ 

“T certainly do,” said Bobbins, fer- 
vently. ‘‘And he has a bad case of it. 
Wouldn’t go to the Bal Bullier the other 
night; thinks cafés chantants are vul- 
gar; doesn’t hear what you are saying 
half the time, and has taken to humming 
‘Home-keeping hearts are happiest.’ 
You don’t have to take him to the hos- 
pital to see what’s the matter with him.” 

“T told him distinctly by the hour,” 


I presume, has al- 
Bob- 
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a high-pitched, patrician voice floated in 
from the hall, ‘and if he doesn’t stop 
swearing he'll have to put his pourboire 
in troches.” Coincident with the remark 
a fluent outburst of Parisian profanity 
came wafting in the open windows. 

“My dear Ned,” said Mrs. Van Velt, 
the owner of the patrician voice, appear- 
ing in the doorway; “would you mind 
sending some one to chloroform my 
cabby? The more Carol argues with 
him, the more vocal he becomes. He 
seems to think -that they also swear 
who only sit and wait.” 

Mrs. Van Velt was a dowager unmis- 
takably American. 

She appeared to have been poured 
into her black satin gown at some ab- 
normally high temperature and at a 
calculation perilously close. Her gray 
pompadour strained back from her high 
forehead in an apparent endeavor to 
oust her bonnet as an insolent trespass- 
er on its private domain, but the bonnet, 
a black octopus with an intelligent jetty 
eye, wound two narrow black velvet ten- 
tacles firmly beneath Mrs. Van Velt’s 
double chin, and triumphed calmly. 

“You go, Bobbins,” said Carrington, 


gayly. “Mrs. Van Velt, may I present 
Mr. Parker? Chloroforming cabbies is 


one of his specialties. You may be sure 
that it will be painless and thorough.” 
“And bring back my daughter, Mr. 
Parker,” said Mrs. Van Velt, as placidly 
as though she had said spectacles or 
handkerchief. The obliging young 
knight was already half way to the 
door. “Carol thought she ought to 
argue it out with him; and as she 
couldn’t understand his French, and he 
couldn't understand hers, it seemed per- 
fectly safe.” 
She laughed good-humoredly. 
“That’s a nice-looking boy, Ned,” she 
said, as the subject of her remark dis- 
appeared. ‘Who is he, and how did he 
get such a remarkable name ?” 
“Bobbins?” said Carrington. “Oh, 
he’s atrump. His father is the inventor 
—no, his grandfather—of Parker’s 
Peerless Sewing Machine. You know 
all the advertisements say : ‘Observe the 
bobbin. So simple, a child can work it.’ 
And Robert the Third is such a gener- 


ous chap, he’s 
So—Bobbins.”’ 

His hands turned palms upward in 
an explanatory gesture. 

Mrs. Van Velt laughed again. Then 
she put a hand on Carrington’s shoul- 
der with a touch that was almost moth- 
erly. 

“Ned,” she said, affectionately, “I 
wish your father could be here to-day to 
see vou before you go east. He'd be so 
proud of you. How long is it since he 
has seen you and Elenore?”’ 

“Six vears,” said Carrington. “Dear 
old dad! Not since he sent us over here 
in Aunt Sarah’s care, six years ago, 
when mother died. He’s intended to 
come every year, but there’s always been 
something at the mine to prevent it. 
Dad loves the struggle of business, you 
know.” 

“He loves his children, too,” said 
Mrs. Van Velt, seriously. “It must be 
lonely for him. And the mine is in such 
a forlorn little, out-of-the-way place, 
’way up there in northern Michigan.” 

“The mines situated right in the heart 
of Manhattan are pretty well worked 
out,’ Ned expostulated, humorously. 

“Yellow Dog! Did you ever hear such 
a ghastly name?” Mrs. Van Velt went 
on. “Half the people thought your 
mother was crazy when she married him 
and went out there to live. They said 
he was harnessing Psyche to his mine 
machinery for motive power. And the 
other half said that when he was tired 
and wanted sympathy she’d write him a 
sonnet. Everybody agreed that they 
would be unhappy. And they were the 
happiest people I ever knew.” 

“They certainly were,” said Carring- 
ton, emphatically. “How do you ac- 
count for it?” 

“Modern prophets have a horror of 
the country,” said Mrs. Van Velt, sen- 
tentiously, “unless it’s in easy motoring 
distance of Sherry’s. And they over- 
looked the vital fact that when you're 
making two human beings one, dupli- 
cate good qualities are quite as useless 
as duplicate wedding presents. 

“Tt’s curious,” she continued, ‘about 
you twins: that Elenore has all her 


an awfully easy mark. 
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father’s love of adventure and his exec- 
utive ability, for all her girlishness ; and 
you have your mother’s talent and her 
tastes. You couldn't be more different, 
and yet you look as much alike as you 
did when you were tots. I remember 
the first time your mother brought you 
east. Your Uncle Dick—well, your 
Uncle Dick thought rock-and-rye a 
splendid tonic for other people, but 
personally he took it without the rock, 
which he thought might be indigestible 
—and he looked at you both as you 
stood there side by side. And he said: 
‘Bring on your blue ribbons. I can see 
two of them.’ ” 

“Why, Mrs. Van Velt, and so early in 
the day, too!” said a gay voice behind 
her, a voice so like Carrington’s that it 
seemed his echo; and Elenore Carring- 
ton came forward to kiss the dowager 
on both cheeks. 

As Mrs. Van Velt had said, the re- 
semblance between the twins was re- 
markable. 

They had the same height, the same 
coloring, the same blue eyes that had a 
trick of turning violet under emotion; 
the same delicate arch to the eyebrows; 
the same wavy line of hair upon the 
forehead; the same buoyant poise of 
body. Even a certain quick suppleness 
of motion belonged to them both; and, 
stranger still, their hands were wonder- 
fully like. 

The artistic impulse that gaveto Ned's 
a certain femininity in slenderness and 
taper fingers was curiously balanced by 
a strain of resourcefulness which lent. to 
Elenore’s well-shaped white palms so 
strong a resemblance to her twin’s that 
it was only by putting them side by side 
and noting that hers were a bit smaller, 
a shade more femininely modeled, a tri- 
fie more delicately cushioned, that they 
were distinguishable. 

The black locks that Carrington per- 
mitted to wave back just enough for 
picturesqueness, with no trace of the 
bizarre or of unkemptness, gave to his 
face a boyishness that carried a sugges 
tion of eternal youth. 

But Elenore’s dark hair was coiled 
low in the nape of her neck, and her 
manner was as feminine as was her dis- 


tinctly smart and frilly pale blue chiffon 
frock. 

“I’m glad,” Elenore went on, chaff- 
ingly, “that Aunt Sarah is safely on 
her way to the North Cape and cannot 
hear you describe your shocking condi- 
tion.” 

“Bless you, child,” said Mrs. Van 
Velt, promptly. “You're altogether too 
good-looking. You ought to wear a 
veil, That's what young Hastings 
thinks, I hear. He’s confided in Carol. 
And anyone who would confide in Carol 
must be laboring under strong mental 
excitement. And so your Aunt Sarah 
has really started for the North Cape! 
Women as plain as Sarah Moore are al- 
ways pretending to be absorbed in the 
beauties of nature, but they are really 
trying to get their own minds and yours 
away from such sensitive subjects as 
snub noses.” 

“Where is Carol?’ demanded Ele- 
nore, laughingly. “Isn't she coming to 
say good-by to Ned and me?” 

“Carol seems to be putting in a stitch 
in time with that young sewing ma- 
chine,” said Mrs. Van Velt, unper- 
turbed. “She’s like her father. He 
never could bear to see machinery idle.” 

Elenore looked up at her smilingly 
from the place she had taken at the tea 
table. The samovar was steaming gayly, 
and the girl’s white hands moved with 
housewifely deftness as she prepared to 
make tea. They were firm, capable 
hands, that it was a pleasure to watch. 

The portiéres swung back with a 
decided flourish to admit a short, bright- 
eyed, gray-headed, animated old gentle- 
man, who came forward with the buoy- 
ancy of a boy. 

“Here I am, cher Edouard,” cried 
Velantour, gayly. “A/ademoiselle, mes 
hommages, | come exprés to assure you 
that I shall take the bes’ of care of this 
brother of vours.” 

“Mrs. Van Velt,” said Carrington, 
putting his hand affectionately on old 
Velantour’s arm, “I present to you 
Monsieur Velantour, the master of 
painting in France.” 

“Madame,” said Velantour, courtly 
in turn, “I presen’ to you Monsieur 
Edouard Carrington, a nouveau maitre 
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of whom America will one day be very 
proud. 

“You have a daughter, madame?” he 
added, gravely. 

“Somewhere,” said Mrs. Van Velt, 
calmly. 

“C'est ca!” said Velantour. “I fall 
over two young peopl’ in the hall as | 
enter—young Monsieur Parker and a 
young lady—and the young lady say: 
‘Oh, Monsieur Velantour, will you tell 
mother I'll be in in a minute?’ And 
Monsieur Parker say: ‘So soon as she 
have finish’ winding the bobbin.’ ’ 

“It’s all right, Mrs. Van Velt,” said 
Carrington, amusedly. “Bobbins is de- 
cidedly an eligible.” 

“What is that, an eligible ?” demanded 
Velantour, puzzled to know what could 
justify such calm. 

“Well, in America, Monsieur Velan- 
tour,” Mrs. Van Velt informed him, ‘an 
eligible is an attractive man entirely sur- 
rounded by daughters—other people's 
daughters.” 

“When mother begins to talk about 
other people’s daughters it’s always time 
for me to appear,” announced Miss 
Carol Van Velt, entering gayly. 

Bobbins, radiant, was just back of 
her; and a tall, serious, thoroughbred 
young fellow followed them. 

Carol Van Velt was a remarkably 
pretty blonde, who looked delightfully 
ingénue, but was entirely capable of 
managing most masculinity. She ac- 
cepted admiration as nonchalantly as 
she did bonbons, and considered that 
the sources of supply of both were un- 
limited. Experience seemed to prove 
that this theory was correct. 

“We saw, anyway, that we were just 
being used as stepping-stones to higher 
things,” she went on; “so we thought 
we might as well come in with Mr. 
Hastings.” 

She sank gracefully down on one end 
of a large divan, and drew her skirts 
aside with a gesture that assumed mat- 
ter-of-factly that Bobbins would occupy 
the other half of the seat. He justified 
the conclusion with a promptness which 
left no doubt that he regarded it as a 
heaven-sent opportunity. 

“Not that we minded being an angels’ 


ladder,” he asserted, cheerfully, “but I 
thought from Hastings’ cast of counte- 
nance that he’ might be going to give 
you a few scenes from ‘Hamlet,’ and I 
didn’t think it was safe to be sitting be- 
hind a curtain when he got to that part 
about Polonius.” 

Velantour regarded them with that 
awe which a Frenchman must feel for 
the rollicking frivolity of the Ameri- 
can young and the placid inefficiency 
of the American parent. 

Meantime Hastings had made his 
way to Elenore and slipped into a va- 
cant chair by the tea table, as a matter 
of course. 

She smiled at him very charmingly. 

“You're late,” she said, “and you 
were coming early, you know. Do you 
think you deserve caravan tea with a 
dash of burgundy in it?” 

“T think I deserve all the good things 
I can get to-day,” he said, and though 
his tone was light, there was an under- 
tone that suggested that he meant it. 

“Tt tastes to me more like burgundy 
with a dash of caravan tea,” said Mrs. 
Van Velt. “After a while they will for- 
get to put in the tea at all.” 

“And then, Monsieur Velantour?” 
said Carrington, amusedly; for the old 
Frenchman was sipping ‘the mixture 
cautiously. 

“Then it will not need mademoiselle’s 
hands to make it perfection,” said Vel- 
antour, with a humorous twist of his 
keen old lips. 

His gray eyes gleamed as they ap- 
plauded him laughingly. Age had in- 
tensified in him the love of appreciation 
which is innate in the Gallic heart. 

“While we have tea, let us have 
toast,” said Bobbins, promptly. “I pro- 
pose a toast to Monsieur Velantour. 
Turn it into rhvme, Ned. You're a 
crack improvisatore.” 

Carrington stood up, with the easy 
grace of an Italian. He had the tem- 
perament of a troubadour, and he loved 
in turn a compliment. 


“To Monsieur Velantour” (he began) “whose 
name 
Is but a synonym for fame—- 


” 


He had the improvisatore’s trick of 
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lingering on the final syllable until it 
brought its own suggestion. 

‘Bravo!” they applauded him; while 
Velantour enjoyed the adulation with 
the frankness of a child. 


“So irresistible that Art’ (he glanced with 
gay raillery at Velantour) 

“Quite womanlike, has lost her heart. 

Yet knows it in his keeping, sure. 

A health to Monsieur Velantour!” 

They drank it in hilarious mood. 

Velantour was on his feet the next 
instant. 

“Tf I could but make one littl’ Ameri- 
cain verse,” he implored, expansively. 
“But I speak so poorly. You mus’ help 
me a littl’.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Van Velt, practi- 
cally, “you have to begin with the street 
he lives on, or something like that. Rue 
Boissonade ’ she began, and halted. 

“Shall have its Claude,” suggested 
Bobbins. 

“Bon!” cried Velantour. “Now I 
have it. 

“Rue Boissonade 
Shall have its Claude, 
And l’Amerique 
The new Van Dyck.” 





His naif delight was contagious. 

He patted Carrington’s arm affec- 
tionately. 

“But we shall paint, cher Edouard!” 
he said, fondly. “And you are quite 
ready ?” 

“More than ready,” laughed Carring- 
ton. 

He glanced at the little clock on the 
mantel. 

“And our train goes in just two 
hours,” he whispered, triumphantly. 

“Till then,” said Velantour, gayly. 
Then he crossed over to Elenore. ‘““Ma- 
demoiselle, I will guard your brother 
as though he was—what is mos’ perish- 
able in English—a bubbl’, is it not? 
Madame”—he bowed to Mrs. Van 
Velt. “Mademoiselle’—he inclined to 
Carol. ‘In two littl’ hours,” he called 
to Carrington from the doorway, and 
was gone. 

“TIsn’t he the dearest thing?’ Carol 
demanded, frankly, of Bobbins. 

“He’s an old brick, but not my idea 
of the dearest thing,” that discrimina- 





ting individual replied, promptly. “I 
don’t suppose you could guess what my 
idea would be,” he insinuated. 

“Oh, that’s too much of an antique,” 
said Miss Van Velt, with crushing 
promptness. 

“Antique! I bought it this year,” 
said Bobbins, tacking, unharmed. 

“Then some one is selling you back 
numbers,” Miss Van Velt assured him. 
“Try to get your money back. It’s been 
taking candy from children, and_ it 
ought to be stopped.” 

“The police won’t give it back,” said 
Bobbins, mysteriously. 

“The police!” said Miss Van Velt, 
startled. “What have they to do 4 

“With my Mercedes?” said Bobbins, 
cheerfully. ‘“That’s just the attitude 
I’ve tried to take with them. But it has 
cost me five hundred francs this week, 





and this is only Wednesday. The dear- 


est thing on earth to me is Mercedes, 
my Mercedes,” he hummed, pathetic- 
ally. 

“You naturally would lavish your 
young affection on machines,” Miss 
Van Velt remarked, cruelly, but she 
gave him a look of decided favor. 

“So long as you think I am in the 
running,” said Bobbins, placidly. 

The maid had brought in a letter 
with an American postmark. Carring- 
ton held it in his hand as he crossed 
over to join the group around the tea 
table. 

Mrs. Van Velt was enjoying her 
usual volubility, and Hastings was pay- 
ing her the flattery of an apparent at- 
tention and a comprefiendingly amused 
smile, while his eyes gave the deeper 
homage of frequent and involuntary 
glances to Elenore. 

For him, at least, Elenore was the 
central figure. Nor was it only for him. 
Things were quite apt to gravitate 
around Elenore. Ned himself did not 
overshadow his twin. If there is any 
truth in theosophic theories, she had an 
unusually powerful aura; if we discard 
the esoteric for the exoteric, beauty and 
wit and reserve force, cast in the mold 
of an alluring femininity, are quite as 
attractive as the same buoyant youth, 
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plus tremendous talent, in masculine 
fiber. 

Elenore had, too, a certain firm, keen 
grasp on the realities of life which Car- 
rington, with all his localized talent, 
lacked. One felt that she would not 
fail in any qualm, that she would not be 
daunted by any obstacle, that in crises 
she would think not of surrender or 
sacrifice, but of resource and expedient. 

Mrs. Van Velt was concluding her 
story of a recent tea given for a fa- 
mous woman novelist. 

“Did she talk about her work?” she 
exclaimed. “She never got away from 
her books, and she drenched us with 
her successes until our ardor was more 
than dampened. It was soaked. She 
gave us to understand that she had 
Browning beaten on obscurity, Ibsen on 
subtlety, and Maeterlinck on imagina- 
tion. And when she left there was a 
heavy silence for a minute, and then 
Alec Carter said: ‘Now let’s talk nur- 
sery rhymes for a while. We might 
begin on “Little bas bleu, come blow 
your horn.” *” 

She made her adieux on the strength 
of that, collecting her purse, her feather 
boa and her daughter from different 
parts of the room, with surprising 
promptitude. 

It was her practice to save her best 
rocket for the last, and disappear in 
the glory of its swish. 

Bobbins accompanied the Van Velts 
to their carriage, and, to misquote long- 
suffering Omar, once departed, he re- 
turned no more. 

Carrington turned to Hastings the 
moment they were out of the door. 

“You'll excuse me if I read dad’s let- 
ter, won't you? My time is getting so 
short,” he said, apologetically ; and went 
over to one of the long windows to get 
the benefit of its light. 

Elenore turned to Hastings with the 
question that had been hovering on her, 
lips for the last half-hour. 

“Tell me why you are so serious,” 
she said. ‘Has anything gone wrong? 
It doesn’t mean that you are not com- 
ing to Brittany to see the Waldens and 

me—this summer, does it?” 


“It means a great deal more than 
that,” said Hastings, soberly. ‘‘Yester- 
day I thought I was on my way to be- 
ing a rising architect. To-day I am sim- 
ply cast into outer darkness. The shears 
of fate have clipped this piece of my 
life short, and I can’t see what the next 
is going to be like.” 

“Tell me,” said Elenore, quietly. 

“It’s grotesquely simple,” said Hast- 
ings, and there was an involuntarytinge 
of bitterness in the tone he tried to keep 
even. “My uncle, who has given me my 
start in life—the only relative I have— 
has written me to come back to New 
York at once. I’m to give up being an 
architect. When it’s the only thing I 
am fitted for! He has something else 
for me. He doesn’t explain what. He 
does vouchsafe the information that the 
place is quite impossible, but, he says, 
what are a few years out of a young 
man’s life?’ His voice was a trifle un- 
steady. Years seemed eternity to him 
just then. 

“T must go, of course, unquestioning- 
ly,” he went on, holding himself in 
check. “Considering that I owe him 
everything, it’s a military command. 
And I have ‘no right to say anything 
but good-by to—to any woman. I’m 
out of things, that’s all.” 

So much, at least, he vowed he would 
tell her; but he was determined that he 
would not be so weak as to ask her to 
wait for him. 

The years of his uncle’s bounty fet- 
tered him hopelessly. When he knew 
where he stood, when he had some- 
thing definite to offer her, then—but 
not till then. But it was bitter. He 
had supposed, of course, that he would 
go back in the autumn, open an office, 
be self-supporting, and then—— 

It was a few seconds before Elenore 
spoke. When she did her voice was 
cheerful and friendly. 

“There is always something interest- 
ing in the most impossible places,” she 
said. “It may be rather fun. And we 
shall expect you to make it as pictur- 
esque as possible in your letters, if we 
tell you all the gossip here in ex- 
change.” 

He said to himself that she under- 
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stood, at least. He thanked Heaven for 
that, as youth is prone to thank Heaven 
when Heaven lives up to its expecta- 
tions. And if the place was not so very 
impossible—if—and perhaps—— 

So hope began to whisper. And then 
because If and Perhaps were all he 
could take with him, because she was 
so winsome and dear and so desirably 
human, because she was so daintily 
proud, and because the things he was 
not to tell her refused to be held back, 
he caught her hands in his, whispered: 
“God bless you! I shall write you ev- 
erything— that I can,” and, wrapping 
his New England conscience round him, 
went without a backward glance. 

Elenore stood quite still for a mo- 
ment. The shadows were beginning to 
thicken in the long room, and she felt a 
certain restfulness in the half-light. 

Then she turned resolutely toward 
her brother. Something in the dejec- 
tion of his poise quickened her in- 
stantly. 

“Ned! What is it?” she demanded. 

“It’s the deluge—without an ark,” 
said Carrington, without stirring. 

“Well?” said Elenore, tersely. 

“I’m not going east with -Velantour. 
I'm going home,” he said, mechanically. 
“Not dad?” she said, breathlessly. 

“No.” He answered the unfinished 
question. “But he’s broken his leg, poor 
old dad! And other things are wrong, 
and he wants me.” 

“And me?” she questioned, quickly. 
“Doesn’t he want me?” 

“No,” said Carrington, impatiently. 
“He wants his son, he says, and he shall 
have me. And he shan’t know I ever 
whimpered about coming. I’m not cad 
enough for that. But going east with 
Velantour is the chance of a lifetime, 
and it takes a minute or two to get 
heroic about giving it up, that’s all. All 
except that it’s bitter to think how little 
use [ shall be to him when I get there, 
for it’s partly business, and I haven’t a 
particle of business ability. That will 
be his disappointment, which is bitterer 
still.” 

“Do you mean to say that he doesn't 
want me?” Elenore demanded. “Where 
is the letter?” 








Carrington held it out to her without 
a word. 


Dear Ned (it read), I'm sorry to call 
you home, but I must. I’m laid up with 
a broken leg—compound fracture. Don’t be 
alarmed. I’m in ne danger of dying. But 
there are business complications I want to 
talk over with you—things it’s only fair to 
you to let you help decide. It may be only 
for a few weeks. Then you can go back. 
Let Elenore stay in Paris. It’s all man’s 
work to be done here. Just responsibilities 
to be met. Your father, 

Joun CarriNnctTen. 


Ned Carrington was turning over the 
pages of the morning Herald. 

“T can catch the train for London in 
an hour, and sail from Liverpool to- 
morrow, or—no, here it is—I can leave 
here in the morning and get a boat at 
Boulogne. That will be better,” he 
planned. 

“And Velantour?” Elenore  ques- 
tioned. 

He threw out his hands despairingly. 

“T'll drive to the station and tell him,” 
he said. “Then I'll come back and un- 
pack—and pack.” 

“Why can’t I go to dad instead of 
you?” Elenore demanded. 

“Because it’s man’s work to be 
done,’ said Carrington, impatiently. 
“Don’t argue it. I wish I had your 
brains for it, though. But it’s me that 
dad wants, and what he wants he shall 
have.” 

“Two people are going to America 
who don’t want to go in the least. But 
they are men, and so, presumably, use- 
ful,’ she said, spiritedly. “And the one 
person who would really like to go 
can’t; because she is a woman, and so, 
presumably, useless.” She flung her 
head backward a bit impatiently as 
she looked at her twin. He was fum- 
bling among the papers on his desk; 
and the long mirror above it showed 
his face flushed and perturbed and boy- 
ish. Then she caught sight of her own 
in the glass, and started. 

“There isn’t a pen here,” Ned said, 
irritably. “I must send dad a cable.” 

“There’s one in my room,” she said, 
and her tone was full of energy and 
spirit. “Get it, while I tell Berthe to 
run for a cab, and you can take the 
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message to the office on your way to 
tell Velantour.” 

Her hand was on the bell as he dis- 
appeared. She had snatched up paper 
and pencil the next second, and was 
dashing off a note. 

“Berthe,” she said, as the little maid 
hurried in, “you are to go for a cab, 
and see that it gets here in just fifteen 
minutes precisely; not before, mind. 
Tell the cocher that he shall have five 
francs pourboire if he is exact.” 

“Bien, mademoiselle,” said the little 
maid. 

“Post this note to Mrs. Walden, and 
come back with a second cab in twenty- 
five minutes, without fail. Either my 
brother or myself will give you your 
last instructions for the summer.” 

“Bien, mademoiselle,” said the little 
maid—as she would have said it to any 
command short of murder. 

She sped out, pleasingly stimulated 
by the silver coin in her palm. 

“Has she gone?” demanded Ned, fe- 
verishly, as he reappeared with the pen. 

“Yes,” said Elenore. ‘Write your 
message and read it off to me when 
you've done it, will you? I want to 
tuck some things into the bag that’s 
going to America.” 

She nodded, smilingly, as she sped 
into his room. 

Carrington sat down with a stifled 
groan. The sweetness had gone out of 
life. It was duty now. Say what you 
will, six vears’ absence loosens ties of 
blood; and though he was ashamed to 
confess it himself, it was with a lagging 
loyalty that he thought of going home. 

His whole life had been bent in one 
direction, and this abrupt break de- 
manded a heroism which he resolved to 
simulate, at least. But he need not be- 
gin yet. 

He could make his little moan to 
himself for this instant when he was 
alone. 

He dipped the pen in the ink. 

The first sheet of paper blotted hope- 
lessly. And the second. The fingers 
that held a brush with unfaltering and 
delicate touch were clumsily nervous 
now. 


John Carrington, Yellow Dog, Mich. (he 
got down). Am coming first boat. 


“What was the boat?’ he demanded 
of himself, and helplessly turned back 
to the Herald for information. 


Kaiser Wilhelm sailing Cherbourg to- 
morrow. NED. 


Then he dropped his face in his 
hands. 

The written words seemed to make 
the thing so irrevocable. 

He pulled himself together and 
walked nervously over to the window. 
Where on earth was the cab? It was a 
comfort to vent irritability on some- 
thing. 

Then he roved over to the trunk he 
had packed with such forethought. 

He laughed a little bitterly. 

“Poor old Velantour! He will be 
disappointed, too,” he whispered. “But 
of the two old men who love me, one 
has to go to the wall. And it shan’t be 
dad.” 

He tramped up and down restlessly 
until he heard the sound of wheels. 

Then he called to Elenore. 

“T am going now.” 

“Not in this cab, you are not,” her 
voice answered him. “This -is mine. 
Yours will be here in ten minutes, and 
you will have lots of time then.” 

“What?” he called, halfway to the 
door, and not believing his ears. 

The door swung open, and in it he 
saw—himself. 

Clad in loosely hanging dull gray 
velveteens, with a soft cravat the color 
of pigeon blood. Over his arm a long 
crimson-lined cape hung, half-conceal- 
ing a suit case. The face, which was 
his, laughed at him triumphantly, and 
shook its dark hair, worn a trifle long, 
back from the forehead. 

In the disencumbered hand a soft felt 
hat waved him back with a dash of bra- 
vado. 

“Tell Berthe what you please when 
she comes with your cab,” his own 
voice cried gayly. “I’ve just time to 
catch the London train. You are for 
the east, I believe.’ Then, as he stood 
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thunderstruck, his double laughed ex- 
ultantly. 

“There’s a letter, with copious de- 
tails, on your dresser,” the apparition 
stated, with a lilt of pure joy of es- 
capade. ‘Considering the shortness of 
the time, I think I’ve been marvelous in 
thinking out all possible exigencies.” 

And to his gesture of protest, of in- 
credulity: ‘Don’t argue! You are.to 
live the life you care for, for your 
three wonderful months, and so shall I. 
It’s not sacrifice. It’s selfishness. I 
want to go desperately. And I'll write 
you here—volumes. You'll find them 
when you get back.” 

Then that voice which was his, and 
was not his, chanted saucily : 

“Rue Boissonade 
Shall have its Claude, 
And 1l’Amerique 

The new Van Dyck; 
But Carrington 
Shall have his son.” 


The doorway was empty. He heard 
a cocher crack his whip, and a cab-horse 
evidently making record time. Five 
francs, mon Dieu, ca vaut la peine! 

Ned Carrington stood bewildered. 
What should he do? He might follow 
her—might make a scene—but he was 
always worsted when Elenore became 
daintily willful. She was quite capable 
of carrying it off, too. And it was a 
lark! 

A cab came clattering up the little 
street. The call of the East came to 
him with an overpowering lure. <A 
wave of joy swept over him that he 
could go, after all. He felt a fury of 
impatience to be off. He grudged the 
time to give Berthe her instructions, to 
snatch Elenore’s letter from the dresser, 
to catch up his hat and coat. The mere 
thought to do these things should be 
enough. But Berthe’s willing feet were 
speeding up the stairway. He flung the 
rug from his more-than-ready trunk, 
and laughed as he touched the strap ca- 
ressingly with his fingers. 

“I’m going!” he whispered; and the 
words sung themselves to the rhythm 
of rapture unalloyed. 

“Et puis, m’sieu’?” said Berthe, 
breathlessly, from the doorway. 


CHAPTER. II. 


The case of the old-fashioned watch 
snapped together for the fortieth time 
in John Carrington’s restless hands, and 
he sighed impatiently. 

Not since those days of dread loneli- 
ness after his wife’s death, when he 
had first sent the children abroad, had 
time dragged so rackingly. 

His leonine, iron-gray head moved ir- 
ritably among the pillows of the bed 
where he had been “caged,” as he called 
it, for three interminable weeks. 

Mrs. Kipley, tidying up the room 
with an accentuation of her usual brisk- 
ness, gave him as indulgent a look as 
the formation of her rigid cast of coun- 
tenance would permit. 

“Wearin’ out your watch case won't 
hurry up that train none,” she observed, 
as she straightened a china cat on the 
mantel into an expectant attitude. 

It had been her gift the previous 
Christmas to John Carrington, and her 
admiration of it extended to the hope 
that it would pleasingly impress the re- 
turning traveler. 

“Miss Elenore was fondest of ani- 
mals, though,” she murmured, absently. 

John Carrington’s eyes twinkled ap- 
preciatively. He did not share Mrs. 
Kipley’s admiration for her feline gift. 

“Ned will appreciate that cat, though, 
Mrs. Kipley,” he said, genially. “You 
know he’s been studying art;” but with 
the word a shadow came over his face. 

“It’s hard on the lad, bringing him 
back,” he said. ‘Yellow Dog will look 
pretty crude to him, I expect.” 

He moved his head restlessly, and the 
leg in its swinging splint became more 
exasperatingly painful. 

Of course it would be only natural 
for Ned to have grown away from 
home ties. It was an unspoken thought 
against which he had braced himself 
for all these ten days. If the boy came 
back half-heartedly, contemptuous of 
the place, indifferent to the mine, alien- 
ated from his father—that was the 
touch of the thumbscrew. 

And yet, he told himself wearily, six 
years was a long time. The boy was tal- 
ented, cultured, used to all the refine- 











ments of an older civilization. What 
wonder ifi—— And if he, through love 
for his son, and carrying out his moth- 
er’s wishes for his future, had been re- 
sponsible for the separation which 
might mean all this? 

Ah, well, he was not the first father, 
nor the last, to think out these same 
things, and try to see them dispassion- 
ately. 

“He was real spry about starting,” 
said Mrs. Kipley. 

John Carrington’s face relaxed. 

“Caught the first boat,” he said. 
Then “Is his room ready and com- 
fortable:” he demanded, as he had de- 
manded many times. 

“T wouldn't worry about that room 
none, if I was you,” said Mrs. Kipley, 
serenely. 

“Did you remember about the cigars 
and a decanter of whisky?” he asked. 

Mrs. Kipley looked at him in a pa- 
tient exasperation. 

“They’s two kinds of cigars, every 
brand of cigarettes Kipley could lay 
hands on in Yellow Dog, the biggest 
decanter full of whisky, the motto ‘Love 
One Another,’ that my Sunday-school 
class worked for me last winter; red- 
white-and-blue soap in the soap dish, 
and two pincushions with a French 
motto worked on each of ’em. Hemmy 
did ’em in black and white pins. She 
thought’t would make it seem more like 
Paris to him. One says ‘Vive Napo- 
leon,’ and the other says ‘Veuve e Cli- 
quot. Kind of twins, you see. 

John Carrington’$ mouth twitched. 
Then he frowned slightly. For would 
the boy understand? If he were not 
amused—if he were merely contemp- 
tuous ! 

“Hemmy’s picking some flowers for 
the house now,’ Mrs. Kipley went on, 
serenely. ‘And Kipley’s took a sad- 
dle horse besides the road wagon, so’s if 
Mr. Ned wanted to ride over, he could.” 

The case of John Carrington’s watch 
came open once more. If the train was 
on time, and Ned did choose the sad- 
dle horse, another ten minutes But 
would he? The lad was a bit of a 
dandy. Carrington had smiled indul- 
gently over some of his tailor’s bills. 
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Probably you couldn’t coax him on a 
horse, even in Yellow Dog, unless he 
was arrayed in all the proper parapher- 
nalia. 

But what was that clatter of horse’s 
hoofs—fast and furious—faster and 
more furious than any Yellow Dog had 
heard since the day three weeks ago 
when the Carrington team, terrorized 
by a small boy’s premature bunch of 
firecrackers, had run away, and John 
Carrington, thrown from the wreckage 
of his light buggy, had been brought 
home with a badly fractured leg? 

Mrs. Kipley looked out of the win- 
dow. 

“Merciful sakes!” she ejaculated, 
startled. 

Not an accident to Ned, John Car- 
rington prayed, with stiff, dry lips and 
apprehensive eyes. 

“Of all things!” Mrs. Kipley mur- 
mured; and her tone indicated that she 
was now past surprise, and merely 
numbered with the numb. 

Some one was running up the ve- 
randa steps; the door was flung open, 
and a tall, dark, slender boy in a mar- 
velous suit of dull gray velveteens stood 
on the threshold. 

A long, crimson-lined cape was flung 
over his arm. He tossed it from him. 
And “Dad!” he cried, exultantly, and 
was across the room, with his arms 
around his father’s neck, and had 
kissed him on both cheeks. 

“French fashion, dad!’ he laughed, 
flushing suddenly. 

“Now we'll do it the Anglo-Saxon 
way;” and he caught both his father’s 
hands in his own and wrung them 
heartily. “It’s great to be home seid 
he said, buoyantly. 

And the joy ful light in his eyes ‘was 
unmistakably genuine. 

John Carrington’s face softened 
amazingly. Happiness such ashehad not 
known for six years gripped him. The 
warm ardor of his son’s embrace, the 


touch of the soft, boyish lips, unnerved 


him, but he liked it astonishingly. It 
was so naif, so unspoiled, so reassuring 
against that dread of alienation he had 
endured, that he felt submerged in the 
warm, comfortable certitude of his 
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son’s affection. He gripped the lad’s 
hands strongly, and surveyed him with 
a proud, fatherly interest. 

The blue eyes that looked frankly 
into his own were like the lad’s moth- 
er’s, like Althea’s; the face that smiled 
gayly at him was alight with youthful 
energy, and the mouth, though the lips 
were a trifle full, had firm and resolute 
lines. 

It was no dawdling dreamer that he 
saw, but an action-lover. 

He nodded satisfiedly. 

“You'll do, lad,” he said, briefly. 

Then he smiled as he caught sight of 
Mrs. Kipley, standing with the rigidity 
of an automaton, dust cloth in hand. 

“You remember Mrs. Kipley,” he 
said, significantly. The boy wheeled in- 
stantly. 

“Don’t I!” he said, laughingly, and 
something in his advance galvanized 
Mrs. Kipley into life again. 

“None of your French fashions with 
me,” she said, severely, extending her 
right hand to him, less in greeting than 
as a rampart. 

He swept a wonderful bow over it. 
Bent to it as a courtier mighthavedone, 
and kissed its wrinkled, work-hardened 
back lightly. Then he straightened up 
to look her full in the eyes, and laughed 
his bubbling laugh once more. 

“Do you still make those wonderful 
twisted doughnuts, Mrs. Kipley?” he 
asked, gayly. “I’ve bragged about them 
in Paris till they’re famous.” 

Mrs. Kipley was scrutinizing the 
back of her hand minutely, to see if it 
was still intact. Finding it apparently 
uninjured, she drew breath and looked 
the surprising apparition in the face. 
Her own relaxed to his handsome, dash- 
ing youth and to his praise. 

“T guess they're about the same,” she 
said, dryly. But John Carrington 
chuckled to himself. He recognized the 
subjugation of Mrs. Kipley. 

“What will he be with the young 
women!” he commented, to himself, 
amusedly. 

Then he asked the question that was 
consuming Mrs. Kipley: 

“Ned, are those clothes the style in 
Paris ?”’ 


The boy swung himself lightly into 
the big armchair beside the bed. 

“They’re the badge of my craft, sir,” 
he said, good-humoredly, settling the 
soft cravat with deft fingers. ‘Don’t 
you like them?” 

“Oh, J like them,” said John Carring- 
ton. (‘‘Handsome lad!’ he was whis- 
pering to himself, proudly.) “But I 
was wondering how they would strike 
Yellow Dog, that’s all.” 

“There did seem to be some little in- 
terest in my arrival,” the lad admitted, 
gleefully. 

“Sakes alive! They beat anything I 
ever see in all my life!’ Mrs. Kipley 
communed with herself. 

“And Elenore?” said John Carring- 
ton. ‘How did you leave Elenore?” 

The boy stirred slightly in his chair. 

“Elenore is well, dad. She wanted to 
come. I think she was a little disap- 
pointed that you didn’t want your 
daughter instead of your son.” 

John Carrington shook his head. 

“Yellow Dog is rfo place for a young 
lady, Ned,” he said. “It was better for 
her to stay with her friends. I should 
have liked to see her, though. She’s 
quite a woman, from her picture. Time 
for sweethearts, eh? Your Aunt Sarah 
wrote a good deal about a young Hast- 
ings. She seemed to think it might 
be serious.” 

The boy flushed annoyedly. 

“Aunt Sarah loves to fuss and exag- 
gerate,” he said, and there was a slight 
coolness in his voice. “Maiden aunts 
are apt to, you know,” he went on, more 
naturally. He smiled his attractive 
smile once more. Whatever had per- 
turbed him for the instant was past. 

Miss Hematite Kipley, @tat seven- 
teen, coming into the room with a fra- 
grant bowl of syringa blossoms, com- 
pared it favorably with any picture her 
beloved romancers had been able to 
conjure tip. 

From the moment when she had seen 
the picturesque figure dismount and 
make a rapid way into the house, she 
had been perishing to make this en- 
trance, but she had restrained herself 
in accordance with her ideas of propri- 
ety and gentility. Miss Kipley strove 





I 
* 
C 
[2 
re 








YOUNG CARRINGTON'S CAREER 13 


to be “elegant,” aided by certain open 
columns in respected periodicals, after 
which she patterned her conduct and 
her clothes. 

The meeting between father and son 
she characterized as “a sacred moment,” 
and she regretted her mother’s contin- 
ued intrusion upon it with the resigned 
exasperation of one who had often and 
fruitlessly pointed out to a primitive 
parent the proper forms of procedure. 

Miss Kipley was rather pretty in a 
wholesome, buxom, blond way, and 
the “open columns” had stimulated her 
to a crisp freshness of attire, and par- 
tially reconciled her to the maternal 
regulations of its enforced simplicity. 

She came into the room with her 
eyelids so demurely lowered that she 
might have been taken for a sleep- 
walker. 

“Good-morning, Hemmy,” said John 
Carrington, with an outward courtesy 
which marked an inward amusement. 
In spite of her physical bulk, Miss Hem- 
atite was mentally transparent. 

“Why, Hemmy!” said young Car- 
rington, gayly, “how awfully pretty you 
have grown!” 

Miss Kipley felt an inward commo- 
tion which threatened suffocation. Her 
fingers tightened on the blue bowl in a 
way which tested its enduring qualities. 
Mrs. Kipley’s maternal eye became vig- 
ilant. 

There was a suggestion of a wrinkle 
on John Carrington’s brow. He hoped 
the boy would remember that this was 
not Paris; that the Kipleys represented 
the survival of a good many New Eng- 
land traits. 

But neither parent could find any- 
thing to criticise in the way the lad re- 
lieved the blushing Hemmy of the bowl, 
shook her hand in a cordial, unaffected 
way, and turned to set the white blos- 
soms on the square ledge of the open 
window, where the breeze converted 
them into a spicy censer. 

As for Hematite, though visibly she 
stood in a deep pink embarrassment, in 
fancy she trod the sunny slopes of ro- 
mance. This was the way things hap- 
pened in the books over which she 
pored, palpitant. She sought vainly for 


some appropriate expression of wel- 
come. 

“T guess Hemmy and me will let you 
have a chance to get acquainted. I 
can finish dusting by and by,” said Mrs. 
Kipley, tersely. ‘Your old room’s all 
ready for you, Mr. Ned. Come, Hem- 
my.” 

That young person followed her 
mother mechanically from the room. 

“Cat got your tongue?” inquired Mrs. 
Kipley, severely, in the hall. “For all 
you are forever reading about the prop- 
er way to do things, you can't even say 
‘Glad to see you back.’ ”’ 

Miss Kipley looked down from the 
happy heights to which she had men- 
tally withdrawn herself, to the prosaic 
parent treading the valley of plain real- 
ities. 

“There are moments beyond words,” 
she vouchsafed. Then she sped down 
the garden path to the now sacred syr- 
inga. 

Mrs. Kipley watched her from the 
doorway with an anxious air. 

“T hope she ain’t caught anything,” 
she murmured. “That was a terrible 
fool remark. I don’t know what there 
is around just now for her ¢o catch.” 

But it is characteristic of the disorder 
which Miss Hematite had so recently 
acquired that no one save the person 
afflicted knows it’s around till the case 
has taken. 


The lad had slipped his fingers in 
his father’s, and they sat a little while 
in silence. So Althea and John Car- 
rington had often sat, in that silent 
communion which is the bond of the 
finest fellowship. 

Mr. Abner Kipley, entering suddenly, 
with Ned’s suit case in hand and a 
desire to expatiate on recent events 
oozing from every pore, viewed this sin- 
gular proceeding as one further extraor- 
dinary manifestation emanating from 
the same remarkable cause. 

“Seems yott can teach an old dog 
new tricks,’ he communed with him- 
self. “Probably by to-morrow I'll be 
holding hands myself.” He chuckled 
grimly to himself over the impossible 
thought. But the glance he gave the 
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lad from under his shaggy eyebrows 
was unwillingly admiring. 

Yet Mr. Kipley prided himself on 
his unerring attitude of judicial criti- 
cism. 

The boy swung round in his chair to 
greet him smilingly. 

“You walked over, Mr. Kipley, I as- 
sume,” he said, mischievously. 

“T didn’t try to kill a horse ’n’ get 
my neck broke,”’ responded Mr. Kipley, 
defensively. 

“You picked up thet baby nice, 
though,” he added, with the air of a 
man willing to be just. 

John Carrington looked at him with 
an air of sudden inquiry. 

“Tt was lucky,” said the lad, lan- 
guidly; and he lounged over to the 
open window, as though the subject 
was finished. 

“I’m goin’ to,” said Mr. Kipley, im- 
patiently, to the growing insistence of 
John Carrington’s look. 

He objected to being hurried in the 
narration of a story which he rejoiced 
was his to tell. 

“When he,” he began, jerking his 
head in the lad’s direction, “ lected to 
ride the Colonel home, he threw that 
red-backed garmint’—no mere _ black- 
and-white could reproduce the patron- 
age of Mr. Kipley’s tone—‘ ’cross the 
saddle in front of him. ’N’ the Colonel, 
not being used to the fashions in Paris, 
bolted. They went up the road ’s though 
they was goin’ to glory, ’n’ didn’t have 
but one chance to ketch the limited. 
’N’ J threw his grip in the wagon ’n’ 
started after ‘em. 

“It was good ridin’,” said Mr. Kipley, 
approvingly, ‘’n’ everybody thet could 
turned out to see it. It was interestin’ 
and free. 

“Thet curve by Trevanion’s cottage 
is a mean place,” Mr. Kipley continued, 
reflectively. “I’ve run the team into 
several things there myself, includin’ a 
dog fight, which c’ncluded about the 
time we run over the principal fighter’s 
tail.” He switched himself back on 
the main track. ‘‘Thet baby of Trevan- 
ion’s was tryin’ to ketch a hen just as 
the exhibition come along.” 


“Well?” said John Carrington, and 
his voice whistled like a pistol shot. 

“Down with his arm, ’n’ half out of 
the saddle—grab—’n’ yank up—'n’: 
‘bout face—hand the baby to a long- 
legged girl—’n’ off he goes, leaving me 
to destroy my c’nstitution, breathin’ 
dust all the way home. Thet’s your 
son’s idea of gettin’ here,” he con- 
cluded, dryly. 

John Carrington drew a breath of re- 
lief. 

“If anything had happened to that 
baby, we should have had the devil’s 
own time,” he said. ‘‘Trevanion has 
been sullen ugly ever since his wife 
died—took his trouble that way—and 
the baby is the only thing in the world 
he cares for. If—well, we might have 
lost the best shift boss in the country.” 

Young Carrington stood very still, 
looking out of the window. If the in- 
cident had shaken him a bit, there was 
at least no outward sign of it. 

Mr. Kipley drew nearer to the bed. 

“There’s good stuff in him,” he said, 
semi-confidentially, as though recent 
residence in a foreign land unfitted one 
to hear undertone, “’n’ grit. But, for 
the sake of Moses, get those clo’s offen 
him.” 

Upon which advice, he retired hastily 
from the room. 

John Carrington looked across the 
room at his son with a. smile that was 
at once quizzical and affectionate. 

“Yellow Dog finds you a trifle too 
picturesque, boy,” he said, and his tone 
suggested that he at any rate was sat- 
isfied. ‘How about you? Pretty big 
trial to come back ?” 

“T should have come, whether you 
sent for me or not, when I knew you 
were hurt,” said the boy, and there was 
a defiant little ring in his voice. ‘Where 
should I be, or want to be, but at home 
and with you?” 

John Carrington’s heart beat proudly. 
This was the kind of son to have. He 
said “home” as though he meant it. He 
was loyal. Now he, John Carrington, 
had an heir to show to some people—— 

“T needed you,” he said, quietly. “Not 
on account of this confounded leg; 
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for the first time in my life—hung up 
to mend, like a china plate. But it 
made me think I was just mortal, after 
all. And of your future and Elenore’s. 
And it’s only fair to you to let you de- 
cide how you'd rather have things.” 

The look the boy gave him now was 
a quiet, concentrated attention. 

“Without going into details about 
our mine, that no one but a mining man 
could understand,” Carrington went on, 
with a restful security engendered by 
that look, “I want to tell you the 
straight facts. It’s characteristic of this 
region that in sinking every now and 
then you strike a big hole filled *with 
water—a vug, they call it. Now, we 
can take care of what we strike our- 
selves, but the Tray-Spot, which is 
newer and shallower, is letting us take 
care of theirs. Instead of pumping it 
up, they let the water seep through to 
the Star, and we lift it. It cuts off prof- 
its, and makes our mine dangerous. 
The two mines ought to be under the 
same management, anyway. Expenses 
could be cut almost in two. So I wrote 
the owner of the Tray-Spot—an East- 
erner—never comes out here—to ask 
him what he'd sell for. Richards, the su- 
perintendent, is a good deal of a scoun- 
drel, and responsible for all the trouble. 
Of course mining is just a business 
proposition to those Easterners. They 
haven't fought things out here in the 
early days, as some of us have. And 
this man had never even been on the 
ground. Bought the mine from Riley 
when he went to smash. And he’s child- 
less. No second generation to take it 
up. 

“That’s practically what I wrote 
him,” Carrington went on, doggedly, 
“and why it should have struck him 
just wrong, and turned him pig-head 
and ugly is beyond me. But he wrote 
back that if he had never been here, he 
wasn't too old to come now. And that 
if he didn’t have a son, he had a 
nephew, who was a first-class business 
man and smart as a steel trap, whom 
he proposed to bring out here, and to 
keep on the ground. And that, as he 
understood from his superintendent 
that the oné son / had was spending his 


time in Paris studying art, the mines 
would be better off with his heir than 
mine. And would I put a selling price 
on the Star? The Star, that I’ve put 
my lifeblood into! And that letter”— 
there was the rage of a wounded lion 
now—"was the first thing they read me 
after I came out from the ether to find 
myself tied up like—like this——” he 
finished, at a loss for any adequate com- . 
parison. 

“We've got to fight or to sell,” he 
finished, “and if anything happened to 
me, what would you children know 
about disposing of it? That's what I’ve 
thought as I've lain here. Hadn't I bet- 
ter leave things safe for you, if I do 
have to kill time for a few years my- 
self ?” 

His eyes looked worn. 
times he had gone over it! How many 
times affection for his children had 
warred against his pride in the mine he 
had_ discovered, developed, managed, 
owned! It all seemed a part of long, 
restless nights, of narcotics and ano- 
dynes that brought nightmares as often 
as oblivion; nights in which the young 
mine doctor seemed mixed up with the 
obstinate Easterner who owned the 
Tray-Spot, and the pain throbs and the 
pumping apparatus at the mine seemed 
to have some curious relationship. 

“Sell! Never!” the fresh young 
voice flung back instantly, and the tim- 
bre of it was a battle-cry. “We'll fight, 
dad—for our rights first, and then— 
then we'll buy!” 

He stood erect, every curve of fine 
youthfulness buoyant with victories to 
come, his head flung a trifle back and 
his mouth resolute. 

Fatherly pride, exultation, triumph, 
swung John Carrington up on his el- 
bow from his pillows in a certain fierce 
joy, and something glistened on his 
cheek—something that pain and fatigue 
and loneliness had never crystaled there. 

“IT have a son to stand by me,” he 
said, and it was the dignity of a king 
to the crown prince. 

The leonine old head was lifted 
proudly, and the hand that he stretched 
out might have held a scepter. 

Then reaction of the strain came 
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swiftly, and the lad leaped to him, as 
he dropped back limp and white against 
the pillows, with a sudden film drawn 
over the eyes so lately keen of sight, and 
the rushing of many waters in the ears 
that had heard so happily. 


CHAPTER Il. 


Yellow Dog was having the time of 
its life. 

It was, to use a local idiom, passing 
out a new line of talk every day. 

What this sudden access of interest 
meant to an isolated small town which 
existed solely on account of its two 
mines one would have to live in Yellow 
Dog to understand. 

The Tray-Spot and the Star were at 
opposite ends of the town’s main street, 
ach a local fetish in its way to the 
miners. 

Underfoot everywhere the soft red 
hematite ore stained everything that it 
touched. 

Beyond, hills after hills covered with 
scraggy pine. Half a mile to the south 
was the railway station, and a spur ran 
to both mines. 

Since the loungers around that sta- 
tion had witnessed the home-coming of 
young Carrington, conversation had 
flourished in dialects Cornish and Irish 
and Swedish and “Dago,” as well as 
that tongue to which its users alluded 
proudly as “United States.” 

The first comment of all this poly- 
glot assemblage had inclined toward the 
critical, with emphasis which ran the 
gamut from the humorous to the snarl, 
laid on what Mr. Kipley had charac- 
terized as “those dum clothes.” 

Trevanion, shift boss, coming to the 
surface that first night, to learn of the 
child’s peril, heard it in silence and 
with smoldering eyes; heard it sullenly 
as he held the child in his arms, and 
with a surly nod went back to his cot- 
tage. 

And the long-legged girl who told 
him resented his silence as a lack of in- 
terest not only in the event, but in her 
narrative. 

It was not often that anything so ex- 
citing happened. Events were usually 


underground casualties in Yellow Dog. 
“°E could ’a’ said ’e was glad the child 
wasna killed,’ she complained to her 
father. 

“°E’d na say what you maun know, 
onyway,” she got for comfort; for the 
men admired Trevanion, and trusted 
him blindly. 

They comprehended, too, the way he 
had taken his trouble, and they left him 
to himself, since he wished it. It was 
his way; just as it was his way to read, 
to study, to get some beginnings of the 
patiently dug-out education of a dully 
persistent man. 

[fshe had lost his Cornish accent, 
save in excitement or in his orders to 
them, he had not lost his Cornish pa- 
tience, nor that curious Cornish affin- 
ity between man and mine. 

What they did not understand was 
the measure of his fierce love for his 
child; the child that was to have a 
chance. This was the mainspring of 
his life. 

Trevanion was seated on his door- 
step, with the child on his knee, when 
young Carrington rode down the street 
once more, leisurely this time; looking 
at everything with interested eyes that 
recognized the old and familiar, and 
saw the new and changed, with a buoy- 
ant alertness which seemed to match 
the careless grace of the way he sat his 
horse. 

The boy Trevanion had used to see at 
play had grown up to this lordliness, 
had he? To ride recklessly, careless of 
whom he ran down, trusting to luck to 
snatch children from under his horse’s 
feet. Trevanion hated him. 

He saw him rein in the Colonel to 
ask some question of a woman who was 
leaning her elbows interestedly on her 
gatepost. Then young Carrington came 
on to stop opposite him. 

“You're just the man [’m looking for, 
Trevanion,” he said, and his tone was 
clear and crisp. 

Trevanion got on his feet and looked 
at him loweringly. The child smiled 
at him. 

“One of these days, Trevanion, I’m 
going to let you give me a few lessons 
in practical mining,” he said, pleasantly. 
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“T may decide to become a mining man, 
after all. But that will have to go for 
the present, and you may be thankful 
for it. I'm inclined to think you'd find 
it harder work than being shift boss.” 

Trevanion looked at him unsmilingly. 

“However,” young Carrington went 
on, “they tell me you've never failed in 
anything you've tried yet, and l’m sure 
you wouldn't begin with me. I’m no 
record-breaker,” he, laughed, and there 
was something so pleasant in its sound 
that Trevanion was furious to find that 
he liked it. 

“No, soberly, Trevanion,’’he said, and 
his voice dropped to a seriousness that 
was sweeter toned than even his laugh- 
ter, “father isn’t quite so well to-day. 
We've got to keep him pretty quiet for 
a few days, free from worry as much as 
possible; but we don’t want the men to 
know that. When he is up again we'll 
get after those Tray-Spot people and 
put a stop to those free baths they've 
been good enough to give us. But we've 
got to pull him up carefully for a while. 
It'll mean extra work and responsibil 
ity for you.” 

Then a new note came in the musical 
voice. 

“It means everything to the mine just 
now, Trevanion, that you are just where 
you are, a man to be trusted.” 

The words were spoken with a grace 
which made them seem like a decora- 
tion conferred. The eyes that Trevan- 
ion raised met deep blue eyes with a 
mysterious something in them that con- 
quered him. Fealty was suddenly strong 
in him, loyalty to the lad through thick 
and thin. Every fiber of his big bur- 
liness thrilled with a proud protective- 
ness. The child on his arm was holding 
out his arms to young Carrington. 
Three minutes before, his father would 
have resented it. Now he saw the firm, 
sure, tender grasp with which Carring- 
ton took him up before him on the 
saddle; he exulted in the child’s laugh 
as the Colonel walked off daintily, then 
took a bit of a canter down the street, 
and finally young Carrington brought 
a reluctant two-year-old back to the 
fatherly arms. 

It was then that he said what he had 


had in his mind since morning—said it 
with a tenderness that rang perfectly 
true: 

“All I was thinking of this morning, 
Trevanion, was to get to my father as 
soon as possible. But if my impatience 
had resulted in accident I should never 
Lave gotten over it.” 

And. Dick Trevanion, holding the lit- 
tle, warm, happy figure close in his 
great arms, said what half an hour ago 
he had never thought to say: 

“IT believe you, Mr. Ned.” 


“Quiet!” said Mr. Kipley, to young 
Carrington’s comment, as he sat on the 
veranda steps that evening after din- 
ner, looking with growing approval at 
that young gentleman as he lounged in 
a big wicker chair. ‘‘Well, of course, it 
tain't the Boo-lee-vards”—for Mr. Kip- 
ley had consulted the encyclopedia 
painstakingly in order to converse com- 
fortably with the returning traveler. 
“It tain't the Boo-lee-vards,” he re- 
peated, with an air of erudition,-‘but 
there are times when Yellow Dog can 
have as big a pack of firecrackers tied 
to its tail as you'd see anywhere.” 

“Yes?” said the boy, and it was a yes 
that coaxed. He was enjoying Mr. Kip- 
ley hugely. 

“Yes,” said Kipley, placidly. ‘Day 
after pay-day occasionally, or when the 
lumber-jacks come down from Raegan 
camp at Christmas time to get their 


money and blow it in before New 
Year’s.”” Then he chuckled reminis- 
cently. 

' “They're queer cusses,” he said. 


“One of ’em came in last Christmas that 
was a walkin’ woolen store, ’n’ when 
he tried to sell mittens and stockin’s by 
the hundred pair, they just naturally 
locked him up. But he come by ‘em 
honest, after all. You know,’ he ex- 
plained, kindly, “these lumber-jacks 
can’t get any money while they are in 
the woods, but they can trade at the 
company’s store there, ‘n’ have it 
checked against their time. ‘N’ they 
will play poker. So they used mittens 
‘n’ stockings for chips. ‘N’ this fellow 
had got most of ‘em. He told me,” 
said Mr. Kipley, with intense enjoy- 
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ment, ‘‘that he won eleven hundred: pair 
of mittens on three aces. The other 
fellow had kings. ‘N’ he bluffed forty 
pair of stockings outen a greenhorn on 
ace high. 

“You play poker?” he inquired, for 
young Carrington’s laugh had been de- 
liciously prompt. 

The boy nodded. 

“Enough to appreciate a good poker 
story, anyway,’ he said. ‘“‘That’s a 
corker.” 

Mr. Kipley wiped his mouth with his 
handkerchief to hide a pleased smile. 

“P’you know,” he said, “Mis’ Kipley 
can’t see a thing in that story?” His 
tone suggested a puzzled commisera- 
tion. 

“Oh, well,’”’ the boy said, gayly, “‘it’s 
hardly a woman’s story, you know.” 
And he showed his white teeth in so 
gleeful a smile that it warmed Mr. Kip- 
ley’s heart. 

It resulted in his making some inqui- 
ries on a subject that had roused his in- 
terest earlier in the day. 

“Paris is gettin’ kind of run down, 
ain't it?” he asked, cautiously. 

“Why, no,” said the boy; “it’s get- 
ting built up. What made you think 
so?” 

“They’s a picture in the encyclope- 
dia,” said Mr. Kipley, “that I come 
acrost to-day. What a lot a person would 
know who'd read ’em all through!” he 
commented. “It was a cathedral—Cath- 
olic, I s’pose, ’n’ they're usually willin’ 
to give liberal to keep up their buildin’s, 


too. It was pretty well timbered up: 


the back, ’s though they was expecting 
a cave-out.” 

Young Carrington recognized the de- 
scription with an inward joy. 

“That’s one of the most famous 
churches of Paris,” he said, soberly. 
“Notre Dame. And it was built that 
way on purpose.” 

“Do they believe that?” Mr. Kipley 
inquired. 

“Yes,” said young Carrington. 

“Who give it its name?” Kipley de- 
manded. 

“T really couldn’t say,” the boy 
laughed. 

“Tt would be interestin’ to know,” re- 


flected Mr. Kipley. “Of course he wa'n't 
no kind of an architect, or he wouldn’t 
have had to brace his walls like that; 
but whether he had the gall to name it 
because he didn’t care a damn, or they 
named it because it wasn’t worth a 
damn 

“Your pa’s waked up and wanted to 
know where you was,” said Mrs. Kip- 
ley, appearing in the door, just as young 
Carrington was trying to decide wheth- 
er to enlighten an ignorance which was 
such bliss to the listener. 

“Thank you,” he said, and sped into 
the house at once. 

Mr. Kipley turned a philosopher’s eye 
upon the wife of his bosom. 

“He’s got good principles, M’r’,” he 
said, with conviction; “'n’ a very enter- 
tainin’ way of puttin’ things. He's 
good company.” 

“What was he talkin’ about?” asked 
Mrs. Kipley, interestedly. 

Mr. Kipley’s cough was extremely 
apologetic. 

“Come to think of it, I guess I did 
most of the talkin’, he said, with some 
embarrassment. 

“T should say ’t was likely,” said Mrs. 
KKipley, dryly; and she disappeared in 
the house. She reappeared for a part- 
ing shot. “I s’pose his principles was 
good because he agreed with you,” she 
observed, sarcastically. Mr. Kipley 
gazed at the evening star confidentially. 

“Beats all about women!” he mused. 
“They act’s if all_the principles was 
theirs, ’n’ kind of exasperated if you’ve 
got any. ‘N’ more if you ain't,” he 
murmured. 

He had refilled his pipe, and was 
looking placidly across the lights of the 
town to the hills beyond. 

Hemmy came up the walk with the 
light of a new and lovely romantic sug- 
gestion in her eyes. 

She sat down beside her father and 
slipped a warm, plump hand in his. 

“Pa,” she said, sweetly, “am I really 
your child and ma’s?” 

Mr. Kipley recoiled sharply. 

“Well, of all things!” he ejaculated. 

Miss Hematite Kipley experienced a 
pang of disappointment. 

She had just been reading a “per- 
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fectly lovely romance,” where an 
adopted child turned out to be the 
daughter of a duke. While she did not 
insist on a dukedom, she had had an 
ecstatic feeling that she might be a mil- 
lionairess. 

“You never brought me home in your 
arms and told ma that a_ beautiful 
young gypsy girl——” she began, fal- 
teringly. 

“No,” said Mr. Kipley, with precis- 
ion; “I never did, and that’s the reason 
[’m alive to-day. If I'd come home 
with a baby, talking about beautiful 
young gypsies, there’d have been a fu- 
neral, and no mourners. An ‘t would 
have served me right, too.” 

Then he softened parentally toward 
this young woman of his own flesh and 
blood. 

“Tt don't seem so very long ago, 
Hemmy, since you was born. Born in 
the regular, genu-wine way. Why, we 
named you Hematite because they 
struck the big find of ore in the mine 
that same morning. It was my idea, 
too, for your aunt, who lived in the 
copper country, had just named her lit- 
tle girl Amygdoloid—Amy, for short— 
and she was plum offensive about hav- 
ing the most elegant name out. ‘What's 
the matter with Hematite?’ says I!” 

Miss Hematite kissed her undoubted 
parent forgivingly, and rose from the 
ashes of her air castle like an undis- 
couraged young pheenix. 

Already she had another in process 
of construction, and she pillowed her 
cheek against the battered volume con- 
taining the encounter between Cophetua 
and the beggar maid, though /e was 
not a king, and she was not pauperized. 
“T think, perhaps, it’s even sweeter,” 
she whispered, as she fell asleep. 


Down in the village of Yellow Dog, 
the club which the Star had built for 
its miners was ablaze not only with 
lights, but with excitement. 

There was a circle of miners around 
the room. 

In the center of the floor lay a man 
who had been shaken into a little heap 
of clothes; a heap that stirred with 


caution even in catching breath, lest 
more punishment should follow. 

Over it towered Dick Trevanion’s 
sturdy figure, made brawnier still by 
rage. 

“Any more remarks about Mr. Ned 
and his clothes?” he demanded, sweep- 
ing that quiet group with furious eyes. 

There was not a breath from them. 
Trevanion’s reputation as an athlete 
and a boxer was a matter of local pride. 

He walked across the room to the 
door and flung it open. 

Then he turned his flushed face to 
them. 

“You can all have as much and more, 
if you like,” he said. “I stand for him.” 

He struck the side of the door a blow 
with his closed fist, a blow that seemed 
to shake the entire side of the room. 
“Remember that when your tongues 
start,” he emphasized, and was gone in 
the darkness. 

There was no danger that they would 
forget. 


In a quiet bedroom, the lad whom he 
had championed had fallen asleep in 
a big chair beside his father’s bed. 

He had sat there till John Carring- 
ton had slept, and then, too drowsy to 
move, had slept himself—that youthful 
sleep of healthy exhaustion. 

John Carrington, waking in the night, 
looked at the boy as he rested his head 
in the corner of the high-backed chair. 
The long, dark lashes lay lightly on 
cheeks rounded daintily enough for a 
girl, but the lines of the firm young chin 
had a quiet decision even now. 

Far into the night John Carrington 
lay with open eyes resting on his son, 
and in the depths of those eyes was 
content immeasurable. 


The days stretched into weeks, weeks 
to months. It was September now. 

John Carrington was almost con- 
valescent. 

He could walk now with a crutch 
from his bedroom to the veranda couch. 
The bone had knit, but the flesh was 
slow to heal. 

And what a comfort his son had been 
to him through those months! 
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Sunny. Tireless. Capable. Ready 
to read if he wanted to be read to; to 
write letters when they had to be writ- 
ten; to amuse him with tales of his life 
and Elenore’s in Paris, when the pain 
was bad and time dragged. 

And outside there was not a miner 
who did not speak boastingly of Mr. 
Ned. Even Yellow Dog, noncommit- 
tal Yellow Dog, sang his praises. 

Only the miners at the Tray-Spot 
sneered. Only their wives flung a con- 
temptuous laugh when young Carring- 
ton and the Colonel sped by out on long 
rides through the country. 

These rides, in whose solitude one 
might think one’s own mind freely ; and 


‘certain letters that went overseas ad- 


dressed to one E. Carrington, to be held 
in Paris till called for, were the only 
relaxations in which young Carrington 
permitted himself an entire honesty of 
thought. 

One morning Mr. Kipley came home 
jubilant. 

“Strangers in town,” he announced. 
“Owner of the Tray-Spot, I guess, and 
a young fellow. Saw them driving with 
Richards.” 

John Carrington rapped his crutch 
sharply against a chair. 

“Now there’s going to be something 
doing,” he said, defiantly; ‘and all the 
repressed activity of months rang in 
the words. 

Young Carrington waved a hand air- 
ily in the direction of the other mine. 

“The Tray-Spot shall cease from 
troubling,” he said, gayly, “and we'll 
just gather you gently in.” 

If anything stirred the stillness, it 
was the mocking laughter of the god- 
dess of fate. 


CHAPTER IV. 


The brownstone house on Madison 
Avenue suggested the solid and re- 
spectable affluence of its owner, Mr. 
Livingstone Wade, in that quieter old 
New York way which preceded Mil- 
lionaire’s Row, and which, on account 
of that precedence, Mr. Livingstone 
Wade considered immeasurably supe- 
rior. 
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Nor was this suggestion a mere exte- 
rior effect. 

The somber elegance of its interior 
furnishings showed in every detail that 
Mr. Wade’s conservatism to earlier 
ideals was unfaltering. 

The ormolu clock on the drawing- 
room mantel was flanked by a pair of 
tall vases, Sévres, as a matter of course, 
standing equidistant with the precision 
of sentinels. 

His pictures included a Landseer, a 
Meissonier, a Bouguereau, and some 
excellent copies of Raphael. He was 
fond of calling your attention to the 
fact that all of these gentlemen could 
draw, and that their figures “stood 
out.” 

The books in his library showed a 
strong tendency to run in sets, with 
modern fiction conspicuously absent. 
\nd as for his dinner services, they 
were complete, and he considered odd 
sets of plates as a fad which had its 
origin in economy or inefficient house- 
keeping. 

He rated /’art nouveau with nouveaux 
riches, considered impressionism as a 
cloak for defective draughtsmanship, 
declined to admit anything made as far 
west as Rookwood to the companion- 
ship of the Capodamonte and Meissen 
in his cabinets, and would have ban- 
ished to his stables the most priceless 
Indian basket ever made. 

West of New York he considered 
that the wilderness howled, impelled to 
such mournful vocalization by a dawn- 
ing sense of its own abnormal crudities. 

In business, however, Mr. Wade con- 
sented to compromise with the spirit of 
the times. No out-of-date methods 
characterized the bank of which he was 
president, nor, on the other hand, did 
any up-to-date crook contrive to outwit 
the keen-eyed, white-haired, thin-lipped 
old gentleman, who held himself as 
erect ethically as he did physically. 

His wife, born a Van Dorn, christ- 
ened in Grace Church and married in 
the same, had died at fifty-seven, child- 
less—a course of conduct which Mr. 





Wade, while he preserved a high si- 
lence, felt as deeply as a European 
monarch might have done. It was not 
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a mere personal question, but the con- 
tinuation of the Wade line would have 
been for the good of the country at 
large. 

As for his only nephew, he had done 
his duty by him. Not extravagantly, to 
spoil the young man, or delude him with 
unfounded hopes of heirship; but by 
a college course, Columbia bien en- 
tendu! and when he determined to be- 
come an architect, the Beaux Arts was 
naturally the only correct place. 

When he read John Carrington’s let- 
ter, with its phrase ‘“‘since you have no 
direct heir,’ Mr. Livingstone Wade ex- 
perienced a very primitive bitterness, 
which resolved itself into a determina- 
tion to make his nephew heir to that 
particular piece of property at least; 
to recall him from Paris, and to insist 
upon his going out to Michigan and be- 
coming thoroughly conversant with the 
mine as soon as possible. 

Having begun the accomplishment 
of this design, Mr. Livingstone Wade 
began to feel a consciousness of benevo- 
lence in acting so generously toward 


the young man, which resulted, very. 


naturally, in his regarding his nephew 
with more affection than even Mr. 
Vade himself would have thought pos- 
sible. 

As they sat together in the well-or- 
dered library, Mr. Wade said to himself 
that he had done well. 

“When the mine came to us with that 
tangle of collateral from the Riley fail- 
ure, I found that it was paying divi- 
dends regularly; and Richards, the 
manager, wrote me that they could be 
doubled easily if he was allowed a free 
hand to cut down expenses and exer- 
cise his own judgment. He has done it, 
too, and the mine is a splendid prop- 
erty. And it is yours, my boy, when you 
have made yourself thoroughly con- 
versant with it.” Mr. Wade’s tone was 
complacently benevolent. 

“Do you mean that you want me to 
take a course in mining engineering ?” 
said Hastings, and his voice was care- 
fully expressionless. 

“No,” said his uncle; “I want you 
to go out to the mine itself, put your- 
self in Richards’ hands, and get a good 


working knowledge of the proposition, 
so that Richards will know you are mas- 
ter. He wouldn't try any tricks with 
me, because it is pretty well known that 
men who have tried have repented it; 
but with a young fellow like you, it’s 
different, of course. I shall not expect 
you to spend all your time there. Per- 
haps for a year or so you'd better stay 
on the ground. Then come East, open 
your architect’s office, and go West 
once a year on a tour of inspection.” 

Hastings’ face cleared. 

“It is more than good of you, sir. 
I’ll try to deserve it,”’ he said, frankly. 

“There is only one condition,’ Mr. 
Wade went on, “and your word is 
sufficient for that. You are not to sell 
the mine without my consent. The 
very fact that John Carrington is so 
anxious to get hold of it is one of the 
best points in its favor.” 

“Carrington?” said Hastings, me- 
chanically, wondering if the name so 
constantly in his thoughts had begun 
to repeat itself audibly. 

“He is a—a boor—who owns the ad- 
joining mine,” Mr. Wade classified him. 
“He offered to buy the Tray-Spot. Of 
course I declined. And he had the in- 
solence to charge Richards with flood- 
ing his mine with water from ours, in- 
stead of pumping it to the surface. 
Threatened us with a lawsuit if we 
didn’t put in additional pumps. He said 
his men were not educated to the lux- 
ury of free baths as vet, and that swim- 
ming was an unpopular sport on the 
eleventh level.”’ 

“But if it was true?” said Hastings. 

“Of course it wasn’t,” said Mr. 
Wade, testily. ‘I wrote Richards, and 
he said Carrington was just trying to 
get hold of the mine, and wouldn’t stop 
at anything to do it, because his, the 
Star, is down so deep it is about 
worked out. Do you know,” Mr. Wade 
went on, “this John Carrington had the 
audacity to say that, since I’d never 
been West, he didn’t suppose I’d care 
to begin such trips at my age, and that, 
as [ had no son, he should think a rea- 
sonable proposition to sell ought to in- 
terest me.” 

Mr. Wade intended to suggest only 
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John Carrington’s breach of good man- 
ners, but in spite of himself his voice 
showed where the taunt stung. And 
Hastings had a sudden comprehension 
of his wuncle’s sudden benevolence, 
which in its very humanness quick- 
ened him from his heavy sense of in- 
debtedness for benefits received, into 
that warmer loyalty of the ties of blood, 
into that sense of inter-dependence 
which this was the first emergency to 
rouse. 

He began to feel ashamed of the 
sense of injury he had had in the 
abrupt summons to quit Paris, to put 
away his chosen profession for a time. 
He began to feel ashamed of the lag- 
ging gratitude with which he had re- 
ceived a gift which would make him a 
rich man; of that involuntary wish that 
his uncle’s generosity had taken an- 
other form, 

A realization of the loneliness of age 
bound him to the older man with bonds 
of sentiment stronger far, with warm- 
hearted, generous youth, than all those 
the government has seen fit to issue. 

But Carrington? Though there 
might be dozens of Carringtons who 
owned mines in the West. 

“We'll take Holliday’s car—he’s of- 
fered it to me time and again—and go 
out there. We can live on the car the 
few days I am here, and you’re young 
and can manage to make yourself com- 
fortable afterward. I shall be proud to 
introduce you as my nephew, Lau- 
rence.” Mr. Wade was tasting victory 
in prospect, and the taste was palatable. 
“Carrington has only one son, and he’s 
daubing canvas in Paris.” 

Then this was Elenore’s father. 
Hastings foresaw complications to 
come. 

“Ned Carrington and his sister were 
two of my best friends in Paris, sir,” 
he said, firmly. “I knew their father 
was a mine owner somewhere in the 
West.” 

“Has this young Carrington any busi- 
ness ability?” demanded Mr. Wade. 
His tone was quick and keen. He was 
getting at an important factor. 

Hastings smiled in spite of himself. 

“Not a scrap,” he said, amusedly, 


“but he’s a genius. He'll be a new ‘old 
master’ one of these days.” 

Mr. Wade's countenance 
amiably. 

“These erratic young fellows are al- 
ways going to do wonders,” he said, 
indulgently. “For all the help he'll 
be to his father, he might as well be a 
girl, One of these days you will be 
buying out John Carrington on your 
own terms.”’ 

Nor did he dream that in the silence 
that followed, as he sat comfortably 
certain of the discomfiture of the man 
who had flung at him the two-edged 
taunt of age and _ childlessness, his 
nephew was saying to himself that sure- 
ly Elenore’s father must be a reasonable 
man, that there must be some rational 
basis on which he and John Carrington 
could meet as friends, More, he saw 
himself with an assured income. 
Then could he not, by virtue of that 
future friendship, gain a remarkably 
valuable ally in that siege of the mar- 
velous citadel —invulnerable, indeed, 
save to a certain small sportsman who 
bends his bow to no man’s dictation, 
and yet for love of valor, or from mere 
caprice, ranges himself at the unlike- 
liest moment with the besieging force, 
and wins with a single well-sped shaft ? 

Whatever emotions the arrival of 
Mr. Wade and his nephew at Yellow 
Dog excited in Richards, his outward 
attitude was one of bluff heartiness. 

“You can't stay on your car, though, 
Mr. Wade,” he said, decisively, looking 
over its comfortable appointments with 
an appraising eye. “The miners at the 
Star are too lawless. You'll have to 
put up with the hotel.” (“About 
twenty-four hours of the Raegan 
House will start them for New York,” 
he thought, with grim humor.) 

“Do you mean to tell me that they 
would dare attack a private car?” Mr. 
Wade demanded, aghast. 

Richards shrugged his shoulders. 

“There isn’t much they wouldn't 
dare,’ he said, coolly, wondering how 
thick it would be safe to pile it on, “but 
they’re more interested in people than 
property. The car’s safe enough as 
long as you aren’t in it, but if a stick of 


relaxed 
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dynamite happened to drop under it 
some night when you were——” 

“What has made such bad feeling 
between the mines?” Hastings asked, 
quietly. 

Richards’ eyes narrowed slightly. 

“Miners take the tone of their mana- 
ger,” he said, significantly. 

Simple as question and answer were, 
antipathy quickened in that instant be- 
tween the two men. 

Richards resented a certain some- 
thing in Hastings’ tone, and Hastings 
nade up his mind that Richards was 
overplaying. 

Mr. Wade was regretting with ex- 
ceeding heartiness that he had come at 
all. Being blown to bits in this deso- 
late-looking hole was furthest from his 
desire. 

Trusting himself to the horrors of a 
wilderness hotel seemed about as haz- 
ardous an alternative. As for leaving 
his nephew in such a place, was it not 
virtually condemning him to a more or 
less lingering death? And Mr. Wade had 
grown amazingly fond of him during 
the last few months, in the companion- 
ship which had resulted from their 
iany-times delayed expedition west- 
ward. 

He was half inclined to make a 
formal tour of inspection, announcing 
Hastings as the future owner, and then 
take him back and let him open his 
architect’s office at once. But Mr. 
Wade hated retreat. 

“Then I am sure that you have men 
equally vigilant in repelling any attacks 
upon property or persons,” Hastings 
said, smoofhly. “However, it doesn’t 
matter to me. I should have to come 
to the hotel, anyway, later, when you 
have gone back, sir.” 

“Going to stay with us a while?” 
Richards asked him. 

“Permanently,” said Hastings, pleas- 
antly. 

Richards swung a questioning face 
toward Mr. Wade. 

“The mine would have been my 
nephew’s at my death, naturally, Rich- 
ards,” Mr. Wade explained, with some 
dignity. “He is coming into his own 


a little sooner, that is all. And if he 
chooses to remain——” 

“As he does,” Hastings laughed, ge- 
nially, “and to learn all about his mine 
from its competent manager.” 

Mr. Richards’ face did not express 
any extreme joy. 

“If you'll take my advice, you'll go 
home with your uncle and leave your 
mine in my hands, Mr. Hastings,” he 
said, bluffly. “It’s a rough country, and 
hard, dangerous work—work that you 
don’t know anything about, and that it 
will take you years to learn. And—I 
beg your pardon, but I'll speak plainly 
—while you are learning you'll want to 
give orders, and you'll make bad mis- 
takes — expensive mistakes. They're 
easy to make and hard to right. Not 
that it will be your fault. I should if 
I tried to run Mr. Wade's bank. If you 
want your mine to keep on being a good 
paying proposition, leave it in the 
hands of men who made it one. Isn't 
that business, Mr. Wade? I've satis- 
fied you, haven't 17 His manner had 
a certain brusque appeal. 

“Perfectly,” said Mr. Wade, suavely. 

Then he looked at Hastings. He was 
standing by the table heaped with books 
and magazines, and there was some- 
thing in the alertness of his virile fig- 
ure, well poised enough for a soldier; 
something in the lines of his well-cut 
features, something in the steadiness 
and frankness of the cool gray eyes, 
that suggested not only the strength of 
youth, but the strength of the spirit. 
It came to Mr. Wade suddenly that he 
was going to miss him, that the young 
fellow ought to have a chance to live 
with his own class. 

“And my nephew may suit himself,” 
Mr. Wade went on, steadily. “The 
mine is his without condition” —he 
spoke the words slowly—‘‘and if he 
chooses to leave it in your hands, and 
return East with me, he is quite at lib- 
erty to do so.” 

Hastings smiled at him cheerfully. 

“T shall stay, of course,” he said, de- 
cidedly. “But I'll try not to make my 
mining education too expensive.” 

“T’ve got a carriage outside,” said 
Mr. Richards, rising abruptly. “I 
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s’pose you'd like to drive around town 
and out to the mine, to look around a 
little. Then if you'll take dinner with 


“me at the Raegan House, you'll have 


quite an idea what it’s like out here.” 

Mr. Livingstone Wade surveyed the 
landau into which he stepped with scant 
favor; and the look which he gave to 
the ragged darky who held the reins 
was only equaled by the one he be- 
stowed on the two battered equines who 
were to serve as their means of locomo- 
tion. 

As they swung into the main street 
of the little town, Hastings laughed with 
a perfectly genuine amusement. 

“[ might open an architect’s office 
here, on the side,” he said. ‘They cer- 
tainly need it.” 

Mr. Wade’s eyes were upon an up- 
to-date trap, drawn by a well-matched, 
high-stepping pair. The middle-aged 
man who was driving turned on them 
a look of amused curiosity as they 
passed. 

“Whom do those horses belong to?” 
demanded Mr. Wade, sharply. 

“Belong to Carrington,” said Rich- 
ards, shortly. “That was his man. 
That’s his house at the other end of the 
street—that big one on the hill.” He 
jerked his head to indicate that it was 
back of them, and they turned to see it. 
It had a large, comfortable, hospitable 
look, more suggestive of the South 
than of the North. 

“The hotel’s good enough for me,” 
said Richards, dryly. 

Mr. Wade wondered why this senti- 
ment, which had seemed so admirable 
to him in New York, lost its flavor here 
on the ground. 

As they passed a blacksmith’s shop, 
the smith was shoeing a Kentucky thor- 
oughbred, who looked at them with an 
airy unconcern. 

“Carrington’s,” said Richards to Mr. 
Wade’s uplifted eyebrows. 

The expression on Mr. Wade's face 
was a curious one. Your tourist in Eu- 
rope now and then wears its twin, on 
discovering that the United States is 
renting a second-rate building for an 
embassy, when other governments own 
pretentious ones. 


“Tell you what,” said Hastings, sud- 
denly. “I think I shall buy a neat little 
touring car to run around here. Pretty 
bad grades, but there are half a dozen 
makes that could take them easily.” 

Mr. Wade looked at him with the 
ever-growing conviction that he was 
the kind of nephew to have. In spite 
of his conservatism, he had adopted the 
auto as he had the telephone. 

“Quite right, Laurence,” he said, 
complacently. ‘When you order the 
one you prefer, have the bill sent to me.” 

“Going to import a_ show-fure?” 
queried Richards, with ironic pleas- 
antry. 

Hastings shook his head. 

“Never saw one | couldn't run yet,” 
he said, cheerfully, “and when I do I'll 
send it back to the factory as defec- 
tive.” 

“Tf he'll just put in his time running 
it, it’s all I'll ask of him,” communed 
Richards with himself. 


At two o'clock of that day Mr. Wade 
had concluded that all he had ever 
heard of the enormities of the West 
was far below the actual fact. 

His first grievance had been the 
dilapidated conveyance; his second the 
fact that Richards, who for reasons of 
his own had not tried to make the ex- 
pedition a bed of roses, had insisted 
on his getting out a dozen times to see 
certain offices, the shaft house, and a 
number of other buildings, about whose 
use he was extremely hazy. And these 
pilgrimages had necessitated his walk- 
ing through fine red dust, which not 
only reduced his immaculate footgear 
to its lowest terms, but bordered the 
bottom of his pale gray trouser legs 
with a deep red band, which Richards 
assured him was indelible. 

But the crowning enormity came 
with the dinner at Raegan’s Hotel, 
which invitation Mr. Wade had felt he 
could hardly refuse in courtesy. 

At the moment they entered the din- 
ing room Richards was called to the 
phone. 

“Take these gentlemen down to my 
table, Maggie,” he said to the head 
waitress as he turned away. 
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Mr. Wade regarded this young wom- 
an disapprovingly. The curve of her 
pompadour and the curves of her fig- 
ure were too aggressively spherical. 
That her overgenerous bulk could be 
compressed to the dimensions of her 
waist seemed to indicate that whalebone 
had been unduly overlooked in modern 
mechanics. It hinted, too, though not 
to Mr. Wade, of a forcefulness of 
spirit which, seeing in a handkerchief- 
sized, knife-pleated white apron a legiti- 
mate adornment, adjusted the physical, 
Spartan-like, to its requirements. But 
Mr. Wade’s mere passive and imper- 
sonal dislike quickened to an active rage 
in that awful moment when she tucked 
her arm comfortably in his, and prome- 
naded him the length of the dining room 
to an untidy looking table already occu- 
pied by a portly Hibernian, who was 
engaged in extensive molar exploration 
with a diminutive wooden pick. 

“Friends of Mr. Richards, Mr. 
O’Shaughnessy,” she said, glibly, and 
Mr. Wade felt himself released from 
her muscular arm only to feel the front 
of a chair pressed with energetic pur- 
pose against the back of his knees. 

As certain muscles automatically re- 
laxed to enable him to be seated, his 
stunned sense of propriety recovered 
consciousness enough to enable him to 
decide that of all outrages ever perpe- 
trated on a gentleman, this last was the 
worst. 

“Mr. Richards’ friends are my 
friends,” responded Mr. O’Shaughnes- 
sv, cordially. 

Mr. Wade looked at Hastings, who 
was seating himself with outer sobriety 
and inward hilarity. He comforted 
himself by taking that sobriety for dis- 
gust. 

“T suppose you are not out here for 
your health?” Mr. O’Shaughnessy 
opined, genially. 

“No,” said Mr. Wade, icily. 

“What line ar-re you in?” Mr. 
O'Shaughnessy pursued. 

“T fail to understand you,” said Mr. 
Wade, stiffly. 

“What house are you thravelin’ for? 
What are you selling?’ Mr. O’Shaugh- 
nessy explained. 


That he, Mr. Livingstone Wade, 
should be taken for a traveling sales- 
man! 

“T am a banker,” said Mr. Wade. He 
felt it due to himself to say as much as 
that. 

“Faro and that face of yours ar-re 
twins the world over,’ said Mr. 
O’Shaughnessy, genially, closing one 
eye and looking intelligently at Hast- 
ings through the other. Then he cast 
the toothpick on the floor. “Have a 
cigar?” he said, hospitably, throwing a 
couple carelessly on the table as he rose 
to depart. “Drop in and see me if you 
get thirsty while you're here. The palm 
garden. Two doors up. The house is 
good for a few yet.” 

He stopped to joke with the head 
waitress a moment on his way out. 

Richards, returning, decided that Mr. 
Wade was pretty well fagged. He had 
become monosyllabic. 

The catsup bottle in the middle of 
the table, the greasy, lukewarm soup in 
stone-china bowls, the tasteless profu- 
sion of canned vegetables, the dubious- 
looking water, and the muddy mixture, 
bitter from long boiling, which the 
Raegan House called coffee, were only 
additional affronts to a man already at 
the limit of his endurance. 

His announcement of his intention to 
spend the rest of the day in the car, and 
to make it his headquarters during his 
stay, was delivered with a decision 
which left no possibility for protest. 

What was mere dynamite to such in- 
dignities as these! 

He stepped into the landau, whicls 
Richards had ordered round again, with 
a sensation of relief, heightened by that 
gentleman’s statement that he shouldn’t 
be able to see them again until morn- 
ing. Richards found Mr. Wade rather 
exhausting, on his side. 

“If you see a fellow in freak clothes 
on your way back, you can know it’s 
that son of Carrington’s,” he observed, 
as he stood on the sidewalk. 

Hastings had his foot on the step of 
the landau, but he wheeled. 

“Is Ned Carrington here?” he de- 
manded. 

“Been here all summer. Father 
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broke his leg in a runaway and _ sent 
for him,” Richards growled. 

“Then I think I'll walk over and see 
him,” Hastings said promptly, “if you'll 
excuse me, sir.” 

He smiled confidently at his uncle. 

“You shan't go near him,” said 
Richards, fiercely, “with that shark of a 
father of his trying to swindle us every 
way he can.” 

“Whatever his father is, Ned Car- 
rington is a gentleman and my friend,” 
said Hastings, quietly. 

“Tell him he can't go,” Richards de- 
manded of Mr. Wade. And his in- 
sistence was fatal. Mr. Wade would 
not have influenced his nephew at Rich- 
ards’ dictation just now if Hastings had 
announced his intention of going to per- 
dition. 

Moreover, he trusted Hastings. And 
—this is an awful anti-climax—he 
wanted a nap. 

“T hope you will find your friend 
home, Laurence,” he said, suavely. 
“Business quarrels can safely be ig- 
nored between gentlemen.” 

Richards, watching the erect old fig- 
ure disappearing in the landau toward 
the station, and the athletic young one 
striding off in the direction of the Star 
mine, hated them with an equal inten- 
sity. 


John Carrington, dozing away on the 
great wicker divan on his broad ve- 
randa, in the warmth of a September 
afternoon, opened his eves at the click 
of the gate. 

The young man coming rapidly up 
the graveled walk was a stranger. 

“Mr. Carrington ?” he said, pleasantly. 

“Yes, sir,” Carrington replied. 

“Your son and I were friends in 
Paris, Mr. Carrington,” he went on. 
“My name is Hastings. I hope he is at 
home.” 

Hastings! Paris! This was the young 
fellow whom Sarah had written about 
who was so attentive to Elenore. 

Carrington looked at him critically, 
and was pleased. 

“Sit down, Mr. Hastings,” he said, 
cordially. ‘‘Ned just went in to order 
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the horses for a little later. He will be 
out presently, and will be glad to see 
you.” 

“I was surprised to hear that Ned 
was here, Mr. Carrington,” Hastings 
went on, seating himself. ‘He was to 
start for the East with Velantour the 
day I left Paris, and I supposed he was 
painting away for dear life somewhere 
in the Vale of Cashmere.” 

“T didn’t even know he intended to 
go,” said Carrington, quietly. 

“What!” said Hastings. “He hasn't 
told you that Velantour asked him to 


go? It was the greatest opportunity he 


could ever have!” Then he thought. 
“Of course your illness was first with 
him,” he said. “I hope I haven’t been 
telling tales out of school.” He smiled 
frankly. Then “He's a_ genius, 
though.” The praise burst out sponta- 
neously. “They expect great things of 
him in Paris, Mr. Carrington.” 

John Carrington did some rapid 
thinking. So the boy had put aside the 
biggest opportunity in his life to come 
back to him. Put it aside cheerfully. To 
gratify—-John Carrington was hard on 
himself now—his father’s selfish pride. 
The need had not been imperative. He 
could have written him all the questions 
it was advisable to ask him. But he had 
been in pain, and harassed, and he had 
sacrificed the boy to it. Well, he should 
go back soon. He, John Carrington, 
was not so near senility that he couldn’t 
manage his own affairs. His jaw set 
squarely. 

“I’m glad you told me, Mr. Hast- 
ings,” he said, calmly. Quick steps were 
coming through the hall. “Before he 
had a chance to head you off,” he con- 
cluded, smilingly. The eyes he turned 
toward the door were very proud. 
“Here’s a friend you'll be glad to see,” 
he said, cheerily. Yet it seemed to him, 
and to Hastings, that the lad’s first im- 
pulse was toward recoil. 

He certainly paled a little. And Hast- 
ings said to himself that Ned had, in 
some subtle way, changed indeéfinably, 
but certainly. His eyes did not carry 
out the comfortable familiarity of his 
attire. It appeared to Hastings that 
they were making some demand upon 








—— 




















YOUNG CARRINGTON'S CAREER 27 


him—a demand that he could not un- 
derstand. 

But the next second young Carring- 
ton came forward with at least a surface 
cordiality. 

“How did you find me out—Hast- 
ings?” he said, with a slight hesitation 
before the name, as perplexing as the 
characteristic grasp of his hand, famil- 
iar and unfamiliar at once, and the 
tinge of formality that obtruded itself 
unmistakably. 

“T had no idea vou were here until I 
heard it just now from Richards,” said 
Hastings, struggling with a vague sense 
of rebuff. 

The name might have been the Me- 
dusa head. 

Then “Richards?” John Carrington 
queried. Hastings flushed. 

“My uncle, Mr. Wade, has given me 
the Tray-Spot mine,” he said, and his 
voice became formal in turn. “We 
lunched with our manager to-day.” 

In spite of his annoyance, his lips 
twitched at the memory of it. 

“It seems that there is war between 
the two mines, Mr. Carrington;” he 
turned to the older man. “I don’t know 
anything of mining, but there must be 
some way out of it which would be just 
both to your interests and to ours.” 

For John Carrington had impressed 
him indelibly as an honest man. 

Hastings’ tone was both dignified and 
frank. John Carrington liked it. But 
could good come out of anything con- 
nected with the Tray-Spot? It had al- 
ways been a thorn in the flesh. 

Ned had crossed the veranda quickly, 
to seat himself behind a book-laden ta- 


ble. Once so ensconced, he drew a long 
breath of relief. Then he began to look 
amused. 


“We have suggested a way, but it did 
not meet with your uncle’s approval,” 
said John Carrington, quietly. 

“T quite agree with my uncle that we 
do not. care to sell,” said Hastings, 
calmly. 

“Nor, I assume, do you care to dis- 
charge your manager,” John Carrington 
went on. 

“No,” said Hastings, frankly again; 


“my uncle has always considered Rich- 
ards an invaluable man.” 

“He certainly has been,” Carrington 
commented, ironically. “Then, I think 
we can cut out mining as a topic of con- 
versation, Mr. Hastings. You and Ned 
can gossip about Paris.” 

“That’s where I differ with you, dad,” 
Ned broke in, spiritedly. 

Hastings, stung, started to rise, but 
“Don’t be silly,’ the lad said, impa- 
tiently, but with more friendliness than 
he had yet shown. ‘We may have a 
thousand pleasant things to say about 
Paris, but this is the important thing, 
and we had better keep at it. 

“Laurence’’—Hastings gave a little 
start; Ned had never called him Lau- 
rence—‘‘is quite as much of a greenhorn 
about mines as I was a few months ago. 
It’s only fair to tell him just what our 
position is. He will at least hear a story 
of our grievances that hasn't been gar- 
bled.” His tone was spirited. 

“fF should like that,’ said Hastings, 
quietly. 

Ned leaned forward eagerly. Then 
he settled his cravat with a peculiar 
twist, which Hastings recognized as 
Ned’s characteristic preliminary to dis- 
course. He and Elenore had laughed 
over it many times together. 

“Ours is the older and deeper mine,” 
Ned began. ‘“‘That’s the first thing. 
And all the mines here strike the big 
bodies of water in sinking. That’s the 
second. Your manager has hit on the 
economical plan of doing without large 
pumps; and when you strike water, he 
lets it seep through to us, and we raise 
it for you. It increases our dangers 
and expenses and your dividends. How 
would you like it in our place?” 

John Carrington watched him with a 
look of mingled pride and amusement. 

“In the case you have stated, I 
shouldn't like it at all,’ Hastings stated, 
coolly. “But Richards has assured my 
uncle that this grievance of yours is im- 
aginary; that the water you get comes 
from your own sinking. Isn’t there a 
possibility that may be so?” 

“No,” said Ned, positively; “there 
isn’t.” 

Hastings hesitated. 
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lieved what he was saying was obvious; 
but, after all, what did he know about 
it? Wasn't he, save in his art, the most 
impractical soul living? Why shouldn't 
it be quite as likely that Carrington’s 
men deceived him as that Richards de- 
ceived his uncle? 

“There ought to be the stmplest of 
ways of settling that,” he said, slowly. 
“Let a couple of your men go down our 
mine and satisfy themselves that we’re 
doing what’s right.” 

John Carrington’s laugh was _ iron- 
ically amused. 

“You might suggest that to Rich- 


* ards,” he said. Then his tone changed. 


“He won't even give us a map of your 
workings,” he said, sharply. “As for 
letting anyone from the Star under- 
ground, he has announced pretty clearly 
that the man who tried it wouldn’t come 
up again. And though Richards’ word 
hasn’t any par value, I am willing to be- 
lieve that for once he meant what he 
said.” 

“Aren’t you painting Richards in 
rather too black a color?” Hastings pro- 
tested. “Aren’t you unduly prejudiced 
against him? Premeditated murder, 
now ?” 

“Accident, my dear sir,’ John Car- 
rington said, ironically, “and under- 
ground accidents are almost too easy.” 

Hastings hesitated. He looked at Ned. 

The lad made a Gallic gesture that 
sent his hands far apart. ‘What would 
you?” it signified. 

There was a tinge of mockery in his 
friendly smile. Yet something of confi- 
dence, too. 

“My dear Hastings,” he said; “it is 
decidedly up to you. Our word or Rich- 
ards’.”’ 

Hastings flushed. 

“My dear Ned,” he said, steadily, 
“that I should doubt your good faith is 
impossible. Nor,” he flared, ‘do | 
think you doubt mine. I have been 
thrust suddenly, through the great gen- 
erosity of an uncle to whom I[ am as 
loyal as you are to your father, into a 
situation that I know nothing about. I 
have a manager in whom my uncle, a 
cautious man, has believed implicitly. 
You tell me this man is a rogue. But 
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you may be wrong. I can’t condemn 
him unheard. One thing is certain,” 
he went on. “I shall find out. And if 
there has been anything crooked about 
our management, it shall be righted.” 
The line of his lips straightened. The 
muscles of his jaw grew tense. It was 
impossible to doubt that he meant what 
he said. 

Both listeners believed him. Both ad- 
mired him. But John Carrington looked 
his admiration frankly, and young Car- 
rington dropped his eyelids satisfiedly 
over his. 

“That is all we could ask,” said John 
Carrington, approvingly. ‘Now let me 
hear you youngsters chat about Paris.” 

But Hastings was impatient to be off 
now. 

“T must get back to my uncle,” be 
said, lightly. “It has been a hard day 
for him, and I suggested that I would 
serve as secretary for once.” 

“Then, order the horses round for 
Mr. Hastings, Ned,” said John Carring- 
ton, and as the lad disappeared, and 
Hastings protested : “They are standing 
harnessed in the stable,” he said, deci- 
sively. “You mustn’t insist on our be- 
ing too inhospitable.” 

And as Hastings capitulated, John 
Carrington followed out a sudden im- 
pulse. 

“You will explain to your uncle that 
this half-mended leg of mine will pre- 
vent my calling on him,” he stated, feel- 
ing suddenly that Hastings’ uncle must 
have some good points, “but I shall be 
glad to put my horses at his disposal 
while he is here. Ned will come over to 
your car in the morning, and say so 
gracefully.” 

He smiled confidently at the return- 
ing lad. 

There was a queer, contented look 
lurking in the lad’s eyes. “As grace- 
fully as he can,” he laughed, lightly. 
“T’ll walk down to the gate with you,” 
he added. 

It was on the way to the gate that 
Hastings asked the question which was 
really the mainspring of his call. 

“Where is your sister now? Did she 
go to Brittany ?” 
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Young Carrington seemed amused. 

“Elenore’s plans were rather upset 
this summer,” he said, lightly, “as well 
as mine. She's far from Brittany, in a 
curious little place you never heard of 
in France.” He was rather proud of 
the way that sentence was turned. 
“She’s with a friend, and enjoying her- 
self, though she says it’s all queer.” 

Hastings had a mental vision of EI- 
enore in some far-off corner of France, 
making gay over all its out-of-the-way 
absurdities in that companionable way 
of hers. 

“T wish she were here,” he said, sud- 
denly. 

“Oh, well, I dare say she’d rather be 
where she is than anywhere else,” Ned 
rejoined, carelessly. 

Which was cold comfort to Hastings. 

“By the way,” he said, turning, as he 
was about to step into the trap, “I sup- 
pose we're perfectly safe to make our 
headquarters in the car here?” 

“Safe as the Waldorf, if you’re on a 
siding,” Ned laughed. “If you stay on 
the main track the cars will hit you.” 

Hastings mentally swore at himself. 
The question had sounded idiotic. 

“See you in the morning,” Ned 
called, as Hastings drove off. But he 
walked back to the house rather slowly. 

“Pretty tired, dad?” he asked, cheer- 
fully. 

“Ned,” said John Carrington, slowly, 
“when you children were little I’m 
afraid I loved Elenore best.- But no 
daughter can be to a man what his son 
ig, 

There was a little silence. John Car- 
rington lay with his eves closed. He 
was tired. 

“Do you think Elenore was interested 
in that young fellow?” he asked, finally. 
“Tf she was, she never said so,” young 
Carrington replied. He was looking off 
in the direction of the Tray-Spot. 

“If I were a girl, I’m inclined to 
think he could have me,” John Carring- 
ton announced. 

Young Carrington’s laugh was lightly 
amused. 

“Tf I were a girl, I'd lead him on a 
bit, myself,” he announced. 


CHAPTER Y. 


When Hastings had returned to the 
car the afternoon before, he told his un- 
cle the story of his interview with the 
Carringtons quite simply. He was too 
wise to urge action upon a tired, out-of- 
temper man; nor did he wait for Mr. 
Wade’s comment. He shifted conversa- 
tion to pleasanter things, and by the 
time Joseph had served them a nice lit- 
tle dinner Mr. Wade’s outer man bore 
the visible signs of gastronomic peace. 
A few games of cribbage, which he 
won, yet not too easily, were also a 
soothing influence. When Hastings said 
good-night, Mr. Wade opened the sub- 
ject of his own accord. 

“How did this claim of Carrington’s 
strike you, Laurence?” 

“It struck me that we must satisfy 
ourselves about it as a matter of per- 
sonal honor,” said Hastings, firmly. “Of 
course you will know better than I 
how and when to take the initiative.” 

There was nothing that urged or in- 
sisted in his tone. It was quietly as- 
sured. 

“Good-night, sir,” he smiled, and dis- 
appeared. Disappeared to dream that 
the car was a balloon, and that he was 
sailing swiftly through sunny skies to 
Elenore. 

Mr. Livingstone Wade, over-fatigued, 
was jolted through dreamland by that 
unbridled nocturnal equine who bolts 
from one disaster to another. 

The horror-stricken Mr. Wade found 
himself lunching at Sherry’s with the 
head waitress from Raegan’s. She had 
tied that knife-pleated apron around her 
neck, like a bib; and she told him things 
were “elegunt,’ and he could call her 
Maggie. 

She insisted on his drinking catsup 
instead of claret, and ordered the salad 
compounded with soft hematite instead 
of paprika. 

All the directors of the bank were 
seated at a table near them; and they 
looked quite as appalled as Mr. Wade 
felt he would, had he seen any one of 
them in his place. 

How he came to be in this awful pre- 
dicament, he had no idea. He only knew 
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that he was riveted to his chair, and that 
his face, in spite of his inward horror, 
would wear a pleased smile. And speech, 
though he strove desperately to articu- 
-late, was an impossibility. 

Then Hastings appeared, and said se- 
riously: ‘This, sir, is a matter that ai- 
fects your personal honor.” 

It was in a grim determination to es- 
cape from this purgatory at all hazards 
that Mr. Wade finally jumped himself 
awake; and though every muscle in his 
body ached throbbingly, he gave a sigh 
of contentment as he stirred his face on 
his pillow. 


Trevanion, coming up to the house on 
a summons from John Carrington, 
found young Carrington coming down 
the steps, looking a bit more of a 
swashbuckling dandy than ever. 

“Morning, Trevanion,”’ he greeted 
him, buoyantly. 

Then he nodded toward the waiting 
trap. 

“I’m going to pay a morning call on 
the owners of the Tray-Spot,” he an- 
nounced, genially. 

“Confound ‘em!’ muttered Trevan- 
ion. 

The lad looked him straight in the 
eyes, in the way Trevanion found so re- 
markable. 

“Oh, I thirtk they’re square,” he said, 
lightly, “and that Richards’ day is about 
done. It will decide itself in a few 
days now, anyway.” 

Trevanion watched him with a cu- 
rious expression as he drove off. 


Mr. Wade had wakened not only re- 
freshed but in a mood which a certain 
irreverent clerk had once characterized 
as his ‘dusting off the earth day” and a 
good time to lie low. Hastings greeted 
the morning sun joyfully, because it 
shone oy the little town where Elenore 
had spent her childhood. 

Richards came in just as they were 
enjoying their after-breakfast cigars. 

“Well,” he said, dropping into a chair 
without preliminary greetings, or wait- 
ing for Mr. Wade to request him to do 
so, “what’s the program for to-day ?” 


Then his eyes fell on Mr. Wade's 
trouser legs. 

“Told you it wouldn't come off, didn’t 
i?” he laughed, boisterously. 

Mr. Wade resented Richards’ uncere- 
monious entrance, and resented still 
more this direct allusion to his sartorial 
disfigurement, which had resisted the 
most zealous efforts of Joseph. He con- 
sidered that, under present circum- 
stances, the legs should be considered as 
analogous to those of the Queen of 
Spain. 

And that phrase of Hastings, “a mat- 
ter of personal honor,” had hit the 
bull’s-eye. 

Mr. Wade prided himself first that 
the family fortune had been made hon- 
estly, by the rise in Manhattan real es- 
tate; and last, that the Wade name 
stood in the business world to-day as a 
symbol of integrity that erred, if it erred 
at all, on the side of over-scrupulous- 
ness. 

“Mr. Richards,” he said, a trifle 
stiffly, “when I inquired into the matter, 
you wrote me that Mr. Carrington’s 
grievance had no foundation in fact, did 
you not?” 

The bluffness faded out of Richards’ 
face and left ugliness disclosed. 

“He brought that old yarn back with 
him from Carrington’s yesterday, I sup- 
pose,” he sneered, jerking his head to- 
ward Hastings. 

Hastings had that rare faculty of 
knowing when to let the game play it- 
self. 

“Very naturally, Mr. Richards,” said 
Mr. Wade, with dangerous smoothness ; 
“but that is not the question.” 

Richards’ face darkened. 

“Tl tell you what the question is, Mr. 
Wade, and you can settle it right now,” 
he snarled. “It’s whether you are go- 
ing to take the word of the man who has 
made the mine, or the word of the man 
who’s trying to blackmail it, so’s he can 
buy it cheap.” 

It was a good issue, so good that 
Richards himself was proud of it. He 
leaned back in his chair with something 
of a swagger. 

“That you are still in charge of the 
Tray-Spot is the best proof of my con- 





























fidence in you,’’ Mr. Wade said, in a 
more gracious tone, “but 1 propose to 
place the Carringtons in a_ position 
where they will have to admit that they 
are in the wrong, as you say they are. 
We will tell them that they may send a 
representative through our mine at any 
time, and that he will be accorded every 
courtesy.” 

“Not on your life, we won’t!” said 
Richards, fiercely. 

“That,” said Mr. Wade, serenely, “is 
a matter where we differ.” 

“Do you suppose,” Richards went on, 
working himself into a rage, “that any- 
one they sent down would come up and 
tell the truth? He’d say just what he 
was paid to say, and he’d find just what 
he was paid to find.” 

Joseph entered with two cards, and 
thereby effected a diversion. 

One of the cards bore the name of 
Mr. John Carrington and the other that 
of Mr. Edward Carrington. 

The gods fought on the Carrington 
side. 

“Show 
suavely. 

Young Carrington, debonair as a 
certain Monsieur Beaucaire, made his 
entrance with an easy grace. The deli- 
cate deference of his manner toward 
Mr. Wade, the pleasant camaraderie 
which he showed to Hastings, the im- 
personal politeness with which he recog- 
nized Richards’ existence, were all 
points in his favor. 

So, too, were his punctiliousness in 
making his father’s excuses, and the 
quiet courtesy with which he placed his 
horses at Mr. Wade’s disposal. 

His manner was so free from embar- 
rassment or assertiveness, so evidently 
inspired by a nice sense of proprieties, 
that he might have been the ambassador 
of one king to another. 

Richards, retiring to one of the car 
windows, his back toward them all, his 
fingers beating a nerve-racking tattoo 
upon the glass, was his direct antithe- 
sis. 

“My nephew 
tinct ability as 


him in,” said Mr. Wade, 


tells me you have dis- 
an artist,” Mr. Wade 


said, when, the preliminary interchange 
of courtesies over, the three were com- 
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fortably seated. 
was likely, too. 

“Then, I may tell you that we expect 
him to be one of our best architects,” 
young Carrington returned, gracefully. 

“The rising architect of Yellow Dog,” 
Hastings said, with a wave of his hands. 
“T think I shall begin by building a lit- 
tle bungalow here for myself.” 

“A very good idea,” said Mr. Wade, 
decisively. 

Hastings’ first phrase had smitten him 
with a sudden contrition. He felt, too, 
that if he was going to come out to Yel- 
low Dog himself, and if his nephew 
stayed there he should, of course, come 
out once a year, at least, a cozily built 
bungalow, where he might be made 
comfortable, was in the line of a neces- 
sity. “I should get about it at once,” 
he declared. 

“Perhaps you would like to drive about 
this morning, and select your site for 
‘A Bungalow for One,’” said young 
Carrington, laughingly. There was a 
slightly mocking emphasis on the last 
word. 

“T shouldn’t have it too small,” said 
Mr. Wade, firmly. 

Richards was whistling between his 
teeth now, a performance which always 
enraged Mr. Wade. 

“But we will have to let the site go 
for this morning, at least;” and there 
was a precise distinctness about Mr. 
Wade's words now. “Mr. Richards has 
just been arranging to take us down 
the mine this morning.”’ 

Richards wheeled round, surprised. 

Young Carrington rose with an un- 
hurried ease. 

“Then, I must not detain you,” he 
said, calmly. 

“And why would it not be a good 
idea for you to send one of your men, 
in whom you have fall confidence, down 
with us?’—Mr. Wade’s tone was en- 
tirely urbane. ‘He would, perhaps, be 
able not only to assure himself of actual 
conditions, but to explain your conten- 
tion to us in the workings under discus- 
sion.” 

Richards held himself tense. 

“T should like to send our shift boss, 
with your permission,” said young Car- 


Mr. Wade thought it 
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rington, quietly, though inwardly he ex- 
ulted. “I will have him meet you at 
your shaft house whenever you say.” 

“Mr. Wade,” said Richards, and the 
effort he made to control himself made 
the veins in his face distend purplingly, 
“when Mr. John Carrington is well 
enough to go down our mine, I shall be 
glad”—how the word choked him—*to 
take him down myself; but Trevanion, 
their shift boss, is at the bottom of the 
trouble. He’s tricky and dishonest. I'd 
rather resign than take him down the 
mine.” 

For in the time that would elapse be- 
fore John Carrington was able to take 
such a jaunt much could be done. 

There was a moment’s pause,in which 
Richards’ claim and Carrington’s were 
equi-balanced. The very fact of Hast- 
ings’ personal bias held him inactive. 

Then young Carrington spoke. 

“T will answer for Trevanion’s hon- 
esty with my own,” he said. There was 
an emotional note in the voice he tried to 
hold steady. 

“Off the same piece, / guess,”” sueered 
Richards, nastily. 

The scales swayed down on the Car- 
rington side. 

Mr. Wade’s code did not permit his 
guests to be insulted by his subordi- 
nates. 

“My dear Mr. Carrington, you leave 
us no option when you take that stand,” 
he said, suavely. “Whenever your man 
is ready, ther.” 

“T think he is still at the house with 
my father,” said young Carrington, un- 
steadily. “I can telephone from the sta- 
tion here.” 

Mr. Wade looked out of the window. 
Beside Carrington’s trap stood the lan- 
dau of yesterday. “If you will drive 


home and bring your man over, we will: 


go directly to the mine with Mr. Rich- 
ards,” he said. 


Young Carrington, bursting in upon 
his father and Trevanion, told it all in 
a breath. 

Trevanion rose with the last word. 

“The sooner I’m there the better,” he 
said, phlegmatically. 

“It’s queer business,” said John Car- 


rington, frowning. “Keep your eyes 
open. What do you think of it?” 

“Tl tell you when I come up,” said 
Trevanion. “If I don’t come up, you'll 
look after my boy?” 

John Carrington nodded. 

“Keep close to young Hastings,” he 
said, tersely. ‘Don’t let Richards get 
behind you alone. I’m inclined to think, 
though, that the whole thing will be a 
farce. He'll take you into a few levels 
where there couldn’t be any question, 
and that will be all. Wade and his 
nephew won't know. And that will be 
all there is to it.” 

“Tl drive vou over,” said Ned. Ils 
eyes were bright with excitement. 

Trevanion grinned as he settled him- 
self in the trap. 

“I’m going to get my swell ride be- 
fore I go down,” he said. “Mostly they 
take “em when they come up—in a box.” 

The others were waiting, garbed in 
oilskins, candles in their caps—precau- 
tionary measures which inclined Mr. 
Wade to feel that there was something 
wrong in the management of a mine 
that was neither lighted nor heated. 

Hastings was struggling not to chafe 
under his rdle of masterly inactivity ; he 
comforted himself with the thought that 
it was causing things to move in the 
right direction, at any rate. 

Richards’ expression was sardonic. 
As Carrington had surmised, he pro- 
posed to tire out the greenhorns by an 
exhaustive progress through workings 
which would be of no possible interest 
to Trevanion. 

He calculated shrewdly about how 
long it would take before they would be 
glad to come up. If Trevanion re- 
mained behind them, or if he went 
down without them later—Richards 
shrugged his shoulders. It was easy for 
a man to fall down an uncovered winze 
in a strange mine. And the fall would 
explain any bruises. 

As they started for the cage, he 
turned to young Carrington. His smile 
was distinctly disagreeable. 

“Sorry you don’t feel like coming, 
too,” he said, “but you might catch cold 
or get your clothes dirty.” 
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Whatever faults there were to young 
Carrington’s credit, cowardice was not 
one of them. Not that foolhardiness is 
not almost as reprehensible. 

“Tf you'll lend me a cap and a pair of 
boots, I shall be delighted,” he answered 
instantly. 

“No, Mr. Ned. You're not in this,” 
Trevanion remonstrated. 

Young Carrington was pulling on his 
cap composedly now. 

“You've never been down the Star, 
even. You won't be of any use,” Tre- 
vanion insisted. Young Carrington was 
getting into an oilskin coat. Richards 
had not thought he would. 

“T'll telephone your father,” Trevan- 
ion declared. 

“Then I'll go down without you while 
you're doing it,” young Carrington de- 
clared, willfully. 

Trevanion followed him into the cage 
without more ado. But he didn’t like it. 

As the cage dropped into the black- 
ness of the shaft, Richards thought with 
malicious pleasure that he would outwit 
them all. Trevanion, holding it every- 
day work for himself, was uneasy over 
the boy; Hastings was impatient at his 
own ignorance—he hated to feel so out 
of his sphere; Mr. Wade, reviewing 
each successive stage of the proceedings 
which had placed him in his present sit- 
uation, called himself what he would 
have slain any fellow man for thinking, 
a silly old fool; and Carrington—ah, a 
curious tangle of thoughts was young 
Carrington’s brain, with a curious after- 
vision of a bright blue sky. 

Up in the big house on the hill, John 
Carrington was wondering if it was not 
time for Ned to come home. 


It is a curious experience—this going 
underground for the first time. 

The chill and the dampness, the 
change in the air pressure, and the dark- 
ness- that vague, depressing darkness, 
on which the candle in your cap makes 
so vague and flickering an impression 
that it seems nervous and palpitant at 
its own temerity in attempting so gi- 
gantic a task. 

Above all, and above you, as you 
clearly realize, for an eighth of a mile, 
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perhaps, the huge impending weight of 
arth and rock, against whose menace 
timbering a foot and a half thick seems 
like trying to bolster the basement of a 
tottering St. Paul’s with matches. 

It is like finding oneself in some gi- 
gantic letter press, the screw of which 
the hand of fate may choose to turn—- 
perhaps now; pressing downward with 
pitiless, relentless, inanimate mechanism 
until the Parchment of the World bears 
the dull red mark of these unwilling wit- 
nesses to its deed. 

These are all terrors unconfessed. 
Farthest of real menaces you find— 
whose vague terror is made dormant 
by the real necessities of the moment, 
the constant strain of the eye to distin- 
guish—now to avoid the direct peril of 
an uncovered winze underfoot, now to 
notice how closely the “lagging” roofs 
in the drift, this indefinitely long hole, 
seven and a half feet square, in which 
you find yourself. 

Then comes the strain of the novice 
brain to comprehend the reasons and the 
logic of it all. 

Richards showed his native shrewd- 
ness in the way he managed the expedi- 
tion. The humor of its personnel was 
quite within his comprehension. Three 
men, ignorant of every detail of mining, 
Trevanion of the Star, and himself. 

It was grotesque enough for comedy. 

And, too, Richards had at last taken 
Mr. Wade’s measure—or thought he 
had. 

“You have to sling softsoap to suit 
the pig-headed old sissy,”’ he phrased it. 

And he assumed a bluff heartiness 
which actually became genuine at times, 
as he explained carefully and clearly the 
A B C’s of things. 

For Richards loved the mine he had 
made, loved it after the fashion of his 
nature, with an intensity of possession. 

Fought for it fairly when fairness 
served best, and trickily when trickiness 
seemed more profitable. Took a man’s 
genuine pride when he had forced it to 
obey him. Abused its future for the 
present good if he felt like it. Slaved 
for it fiercely in reprisal. It was the 
only way Richards knew how to love 
anything. 
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That these two men whom the acci- 
dent of fortune had placed in actual 
ownership of the mine should interfere 
with him had roused first his rage, and 
now his determination to placate them, 
to hoodwink them. He showed a good- 
natured tolerance of their ignorance, 
and an indefatigable patience in explan- 
ation. 

“That’s it; now you're catching on 
fine,’ he encouraged them, as_ they 
grasped some elemental principle of 
mining. He led them over a good deal 
of ground during these explanations. 
He piloted them with a rough carefil- 
ness which even included young Car- 
rington. The boy's being there at all 
amused him rather than otherwise. But 
Trevanion was guarding young Car- 
rington with as wary an eye as he was 
watching Richards. 

Mr. Wade decided that for the first 
time Richards was appearing to advan- 
tage. 

Aboveground his crudities of manner 
might be repellent; here he was in his 
native element, shrewd, practical and 
zealous. 

Mr. Wade began to feel that Tre- 
vanion the Taciturn was quite as likely 
to prove the villain of the piece. 

To be sure, it appeared that they had 
embarked on a tremendous undertaking. 
Mr. Wade felt that the mine was larger 
than he had supposed, but, as Richards 
said, they might as well understand it 
thoroughly. On this Mr. Wade, with 
legs that threatened to drop from his 
hip sockets, plodded on. 

Young Carrington turned white more 
than once, but shut his teeth and went 
on defiantly; and Hastings owned to 
himself that he was desperately tired. 
Trevanion was as unwearied as Cornish 
patience, but Richards was not trying to 
tired out Trevanion—physically. 

It lacked five minutes of the noon 
hour when they saw the cage ahead of 
them, waiting at this, the seventh and 
lowest, working level of the mine. 

Below, as Richard told them, was the 
development level, to which the cage did 
not descend. 

“We can’t go down now,” he said, 
looking at his watch. “They’re just go- 





ing to blast, and it will take an hour 
afterward for the smoke to clear. We'll 
go up and have our dinner, and come 
down again this afternoon to finish up, 
eh?” 

Lunch, up on the earth’s surface, with 
sunshine and first grade air. The words 
were as welcome to Mr. .Wade as 
though an archangel had spoken them. 

Young Carrington, too, shared his 
feeling; shared, too, though unknow- 
ingly, Mr. Wade's calculation that his 
legs would just about carry him to the 
cage. 

Richards, with an inward grin, as- 
sured himself that those two, at least, 
would attempt no afternoon expedition. 

This farce of investigation would 
soon be ended. It would be quite safe 
to urge them to come down again. They 
had had quite enough. He looked for- 
ward with amused anticipation to mak- 
ing the suggestion after lunch. 

Trevanion hesitated about declaring 
an intention to remain without the oth- 
ers through the noon hour. No, he 
would see young Carrington safely out 
of it first; then—— 

They were almost at the cage now. 

Richards was showing them the bell 
at the side of the shaft, the signal to 
the engineer to hoist the cage. 

“All the men but one get in,” he ex- 
plained. ‘He touches the bell and races 
across to get in the cage. The engineer 
allows him so many seconds to make it. 
No, you can’t stop it after it starts.” 

Mr. Wade, who had arrived at that 
stage when he recked not how the cage 
went up, as long as it went, continued 
an unlistening way to that haven. 

There was a detonation from the de- 
velopment level. 

“Blast,” said Richards, to young Car- 
rington’s look. ‘They're in rather dan- 
gerfus ground, and so we have them 
leave it until just before the noon hour, 
in case Bg 

A man shot up from the ladder-way. 
Another. And another. The ladder- 
hole spouted them out like a volcano. 

They ran toward the cage panic- 
stricken, sweeping Mr. Wade into it be- 
fore them. With an instant comprehen- 
sion of the disaster that placed them all 
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in a common peril, Richards turned 
swiftly to the others. 

“Get in!” he shouted. 
struck water!” 

He caught Hastings by the arm, and 
rainimed his way through the press like 
a great machine. 

“You —— fools! There's plenty of 
time!” he railed at his men. 

Trevanion, guarding young Carring- 
ton with his right arm, thrust his mighty 
bulk through the struggling mass just 
behind Richards. 

They were almost at the cage door 
when a terrorized Finn fought his way 
past them, striking out blindly at every- 
thing in reach. 

One elbow thrust sent young Car- 
rington spinning from Trevanion’s pro- 
tecting arm to the ground, and the next 
instant the Finn dropped his full weight 
between Richards and Hastings, and 
leaped past them into the cage. 

He shouted triumphantly to his fel- 
lows. It was jargon to Mr. Wade. But 
Richards knew, and raged, and the other 
miners knew, and rejoiced, that he had 
given the signal to hoist. Trevanion was 
lifting young Carrington in his arms. 

Richards stepped into the cage, with 
an oath. 

“Come!” he said, fiercely, to Hastings, 
jamming a few inches of space free in 
the cage with his bulk. “Room for one. 
You haven't a second to lose!” he 
shouted. 

Hastings put his hands in his pockets, 
coolly. 

“T stay with my guests,” he said. And 
with his first word, the cage started up- 
ward. 

\s he turned toward the others, Tre- 
vanion, one arm round young Carring- 
ton, caught hold of his sleeve. 

“We maun run for it!” he shouted. 

For out of the great black hole be- 
neath them rose the water, spreading 
across the bottom of the shaft. 

rom above, and suddenly faint, 
they could hear Mr. Wade calling that 
they must stop, that they must go back 
for his nephew, and his voice was the 
voice of a very old man. Trevanion in- 


“They've 


stinctively led them running back into 
the drift. 


Young Carrington wrenched 
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himself free. “I'm all right,” he said. 
“Took the breath out of me for a min- 
ute. I won't hinder.” 

Back of them the water followed si- 
lently, gaining gradually up the grade 
of the drift. 

“Not time to make that first rise—the 
one we came down,” Trevanion said, as 
they sped along. “Ought to be another 
—here it is!” 

He swerved into a black air shaft, but 
swept them back into the drift the next 
instant. 

“No ladder. Stripped!” he said, la- 
conically, and on they hurried again. 

The water was a thin encroaching line 
thirty feet back now. Now the rise in 
the level hid it from sight. 

And finally another rise. 

And on again. 

Young Carrington was getting tired. 


Stripped. 


Even peril was losing its spur. He 
stumbled a little. 
Trevanion caught him round the 


waist, lifting him along with a strong 
gentleness; looking at him with cu- 
riously wondering eyes, but eyes that 
never lost their look of fealty. 

“Why are the ladders gone?” young 
Carrington asked, and he kept his voice 
resolutely free from fear. 

“Economy,” said Trevanion, briefly. 
“Wanted to use them somewhere else. 
We'll find one after a bit.” Which 
might or might not be so. 

“And if we don’t?” said Hastings, 
swinging alongside. 

“They'll send the cage to the level 
above, and your men will be hallooing 
all over the place for us,’ Trevanion 
told him. He thought with a certain 
grim humor that Richards would not 
make any wild exertion to save him. 
Hastings’ presence was their best hope, 
if the ladders failed. 

“Tf it should take them a long time 
to find us?” It was young Carrington 
now. 

“Water may stop altogether,’ Trevan- 
ion stated. ‘Depends on the size of the 
vug. Anyway, it rises slower the more 


ground it covers. We'll have time 
enough.’ But no one could tell that. 
Disappointment. Hope. Then the 


end of the drift stared them in the face 
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-rock and dirt as a final blast had left 
it. 

But “Here’s our raise,” 
vanion, bluffly, turning off. 

And the raise was ladderless: a ver- 
tical opening, whose hard rock walls 
were too slippery for even a Cornish- 
man to climb. Trapped! 

They looked at the place where the 
ladder should have been, as though it 
must, perforce, appear. Young Car- 
rington ran a finger rapidly round in- 
side his collar, as though it had grown 
suddenly tight. The air seemed close. 
Then he pulled himself together sharply. 
Say what you will, blood will tell. 

“And now what?” he asked Trevan- 
ion, cheerfully. . 

Hastings’ eyes were looking the same 
question. 

“Wait,” said Trevanion, stoically. 

To wait, inactive: it is the real test of 
courage. 

With any kind of activity, hope plays 
an obligato; but when there is no strug- 
gle to be made, fears tries a tremolo 
first on one heartstring and then an- 
other. 

“You should have gone with the oth- 
ers,” said young Carrington to Hast- 
ings, reproachfully. 

“Never!” said Hastings, decidedly. 
“There’s that drop of comfort in the 
whole thing, anyway. 

“How do you suppose I should feel,” 
he flashed, “if I were safe on the sur- 
face, and you were here? I should feel 
as though I had decoyed you into it.” 
He turned to Trevanion. ‘“Can’t the 
pumps get the water under control?” he 
demanded. 

“Tf you had enough of ’em,” said Tre- 
vanion. “That's another place where 
Richards economized. The Star’ll pump 
it out for you after a while.” 

“Richards will have his day of reck- 
oning if I get out of this,” said Hast- 
ings, furiously. 

“Does he know that ?” 
ion, dryly. 

And Hastings saw the point. So did 
voung Carrington. The cards were 
Richards’ now, to play as he chose. 
Hastings turned to his friends. 

“Ned,” he said, “I’m mighty sorry. 


said Tre- 


asked Trevan- 





Sorry I interfered at all. I'd give my 
life to have you and Trevanion safe on 
the surface.” 

“Don’t worry about me,” said the lad, 
quickly. 

Trevanion’s 
riously. 

“T want to talk with you about Ele- 
nore,” Hastings went on, quietly. “I 
suppose you know that I love Elenore, 
Ned ?” é 

Trevanion stepped back a few paces, 
but he listened intently. 

“Do you?” said the lad, simply. 

“Do 1?” said Hastings, impetuously. 
“The hardest thing I ever did was to 
leave her without telling her I loved her. 
But you can't ask a girl like that to wait 
indefinitely, you know. Then, when | 
found out where I was coming, it 
seemed as though it might have been 
meant, after all. And I wanted to patch 
up the trouble between the mines, so 
that I'd have at least a fair chance.” 

“And then?” said young Carrington, 
softly. 

“Then,” said Hastings, recklessly, “I 
hoped—I was daft enough to dream— 
that she might not think it a hardship to 
come back to the little place where she 
was born—to her father—to me. To 
me! And when I talked of building a 
bungalow, I thought what it would 
mean to bring my wife home to it.” 

There was silence. Then Hastings 
shrugged his shoulders. 

“T may not have the chance to tell El- 
enore,” he said, bruskly, half-ashamed 
of the emotion he had displayed. “It’s 
not quite the same thing to tell you, 
old man. I'm afraid there’s small 
chance of our ever being brothers-in- 
law, but you wouldn’t have objected to 
me as a brother, would you ?” 

“Whatever Elenore wished, I should 
have wished,” the lad said, calmly. 

Hastings laughed a short, impatient 
laugh. 

“T suppose we're all egoists,” he said. 
But I don’t mind confessing to you 
that it would be easier to face the music 
if I knew what Elenore did wish 
whether she cared.” 

There was silence again. Trevanion’s 


eyes watched him cu- 
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figure in the background grew tense. 
Then the lad laughed lightly. 

“You hadn't asked her, you know,” 
he said, “and Elenore isn’t the kind of a 
girl to wear her heart on her sleeve. But 
I know Elenore pretty well, and I think 
she cared—really.” 

Hastings flung his arm in front of his 
face with a gesture that was almost boy- 
ish. 

“Elenore!"’ he whispered to the cold 
comfort of his coat sleeve. For virile 
youth loves strongly, humanly. 

Young Carrington’s eyes watched 
him with a wonderful light. Even the 
flickering candlelight showed Trevanion 
that. 

Then Hastings rammed his hands in 
his pockets and drew a deep breath. 

“Thank Heaven, she’s on the other 
side of the ocean! It will be easier for 
her, after all. Harder to realize,” he 
said, fervently. 

Young Carrington drew a= quick 
breath, a breath of relief. “I thought 
you'd feel that way,” he said, quietly. 

Trevanion stepped out into the drift. 

“T want to speak with you a bit,” he 
nodded to young Carrington. 

The lad followed him. Hastings, left 
alone, gave himself up to thoughts of 
Elenore. The other side of the rock 
wall, young Carrington faced Trevan- 
ion, and knew that he knew. Every 
detail of their surroundings stood out 
in the light of that, with sudden distinct- 
ness. The great timbers that walled in 
the drift, the flickering light of the can- 
dles in their caps—all seemed but the 
setting for Trevanion’s eyes. The hand 
he laid on young Carrington’s arm was 
almost reverential in its touch. 

“T’ve held you in my arms to-day 
twice,” he said, hurriedly. “I don’t un- 
derstand why it’s you, but it’s all right.” 
He looked at young Carrington as one 
of Jeanne d’Arc’s soldiers might have 
lox ked. 

Young Carrington faced him very 
quietly. 

“T thought ‘twas queer, the way you 
held the child that time,” Trevanion 
went on. “And you ride just as you 
did as a youngster. Will he come back 
now if ” he demanded. 
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Young Carrington nodded gently. 
“Yes, and he’s a splendid fellow.” If 
the young voice broke for a second, that 
was all. “He'll help dad to bear it. It 
was best for me to come. Best, above 
all, if this was to happen.” The voice 
was steady now. “I’m sorry you know, 
but it would have been safe with you, 
anyway.” 

It was that same confident charm that 
had conquered Trevanion at the outset. 

“You won't tell him?” he questioned, 
jerking his head toward the raise. 

Young Carrington’s head slook a 
slow negative. 

“Not unless at the very last I turn 
weak and womanish;” and there was a 
whimsical touch in the last word. 

Then the young figure straightened 
up with a quick decision. 

“And I really think, Trevanion”— 
young Carrington’s voice was light now 
—‘that I shall make a nice, plucky, 
manly finish.” 

Trevanion, following back into the 
raise, would have cut his heart out to 
save that buoyant young life, but his 
devotion was the pure fealty of a serf 
for his sovereign. 

They played at bravery after that, 
each abetting the other. 

Young Carrington coaxed Trevanion 
into telling them mining stories, whee- 
dled Hastings into all kinds of remi- 
niscences of his boyhood, assumed their 
ultimate escape so confidently that Hast 
ings thought it a genuine hopefulness. 

Not so Trevanion. He knew what 
the spring was that moved young Car- 
rington to play up to a buoyant part. 
And he helped, with anecdotes of won- 
derful rescues, of escapes just in the 
nick of time. 

He was in the midst of one of the 
best of these when a little lapping sound 
stopped him. 

A thin little line of water pulsed 
gently into the entrance of the raise. 


CHAPTER VI. 


Mr. Wade had shouted his fruitless 
commands, in the ascending cage, all 
the way to the surface, raging at Rich- 
ards and his management, and uncon- 














vinced, in spite of a united and profane 
assurance, of his inability to stop the 
cage and go back; furious at him for 
taving installed such a defective sys- 
tem, and threatening him with dismissal 
at the earliest possible moment. 

His nephew and his nephew’s friend 
left to danger, while these brutes were 
being brought to the stirface! He had 
never suffered such helpless frenzy in 
all his neatly adjusted life. 

At the surface the cage cleared with 
magical suddenness. Mr. Wade, breath- 
less with rage, was fairly dragged out 
by Richards, and in so short a time as a 
signal may be given and obeved, the 
cage had again started downward. 

Mr. Wade leaned back against the 
timbers of the shaft house, with the ex- 
haustion of relief. 

But it was a relief that Richards did 
not share. This particular kind of disas- 
ter was so frequently recurrent that he 
knew its possibilities all too well. And 
he raged that it should have come just 
now. It was such a routine danger that 
he had not thought of it as a special 
menace in taking them down. Casualty, 
with Mr. Wade involved or witnessing, 
had been furthest from his thoughts or 
desires. 

“How long before they will be up?” 
Mr. Wade asked, faintly. 

Richards, tensely alert, made no an- 
swer. The cage had reached the bottom 
of the shaft now. He waited a minute 
—two—three. There was no sign from 
below. He himself gave the signal to 
hoist. 

“Are they coming?” demanded Mr. 
Wade. 

Richards shook his head. ‘I can’t 
say, sir,” he said, “but they’ve had plenty 
of time. Either they got in the cage and 
forgot to give the signal”—and with 
Trevanion below this was an unlikely 
contingency——‘‘or——”’ he hesitated. 

“Or?” said Mr. Wade, sharply. 

“Or the water has cut them off,” 
Richards finished. 

“Then——” said Mr. Wade, faintly. 

“Reach ‘em from the level above,” 
Richards answered. But he thought of 
certain contingencies—thought of a 
good many important things. 


38 AINSLEE'S 


There was a crowd of miners now, 
watching for the cage to appear. The 
jargon of Finnish comment sounded to 
Mr. Wade like the buzzing of bees. 
Then the cage came in sight. Empty 
and dripping wet. 

The next second everything was ac- 
tion, and Richards its mainspring. His 
orders pelted down like hailstones. Men, 
tools, paraphernalia, filled the cage. 
Other men went racing off on surface 
errands. 

Mr. Wade, paralyzed by his complete 
ignorance of conditions or remedies, 
seemed crushed under the consciousness 
of casualty. Richards caught him by the 
arm and shook him into attention. 

“We'll bring them up, if they are 
alive,” he shouted to him, as though 
he were deaf. 

Then he stepped into the cage, and 
down it went again. \lr. Wade leaned 
back against the wall, motionless, his 
eves fixed on the hole where it had dis- 
appeared. 

But over all the little town the news 
was spreading like wildfire. 


John Carrington had spent a horrible 
morning. When the trap came back, 
and the stable boy Ike, who was driv- 
ing, announced that Mr. Ned had sent 
him home, John Carrington promptly 
demanded why. 

“T dunno,” said the boy. “He said, 
‘That’s all,’ so I come.” 

It couldn't be possible that Ned had 
gone down the Tray-Spot! Ned, who 
had never shown the slightest eagerness 
to go down the Star. But what—— 
And why—— 

John Carrington fumed,. fretted and 
finally telephoned—to find to his con- 
sternation that Ned was underground 
What under heavens had Trevanion 
been thinking of, to let him go? John 
Carrington raged at him. And what 
was Ned thinking of ? He knew abso- 
lutely nothing of underground condi- 
tions. Had Richards decoved him into 
it for some reason? Any reason of 
Richards was not a good one. 

John Carrington hobbled along on his 
crutch from the divan on the veranda to 
the couch in his bedroom, and back 
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again, in a nervous unrest which made 
all places equally distasteful to him. 

He raged at his own stupidity in let- 
ting Ned drive Trevanion over. He 
raged at this miserable leg of his that 
had held him prisoner so long. He 
raged at the strength which came back 
so slowly. 

He sent Mrs. Kipley, who came up to 
remonstrate with him on this exhaust- 
ing promenade, back to her kitchen in 
short order. 

“He’s fairly beside himself, worrying 
over Mr. Ned, who ought to have had 
more sense than to do such a thing, any- 
way,” she scolded to Hemmy, feeling 
that she must vent her own nervousness 
in wrath upon some one. ‘“‘Now what's 
the matter with you?” she demanded, 
exasperatedly, for Hemmy’s face was 
assuming a chalk color. 

“To think that he may be in danger!” 
said Hemmvyy, with a gulp. 

“The only danger you need to worry 
about is spoiling those doughnuts,” said 
Mrs. Kipley, severely. 

And Hemmy, condemned for the next 
half hour to drop little doughy circles 
in boiling lard, wondered, as she choked 
back a sob, why even the luxury of 
grief was denied her. 

Carrington found solitude fast becom- 
ing unbearable. 

He sent for Mrs. Nipley. He ordered 
her to tell Kipley to have the trap over 
at the Tray-Spot, and when Ned came 
up at the noon hour, to tell him he was 
needed at home at once. 

Kipley had no sooner started than 
Carrington thought of the lad’s dignity. 
He would not make a baby of him. He 
dispatched Ike on Ned's saddle horse, to 
tell Kipley) to place himself at Mr. 
Wade’s disposal, to tell Ned to bring 
Hastings and Mr. Wade back to lunch- 
eon, if he chose; but to telephone him 
at once from the mine in any case. 

He hobbled out on the veranda to 
wait for noon. He told himself that he 
was getting to be an old woman; that 
Ned was young and strong, and able to 
take care of himself anywhere; that 
Trevanion would keep his eyes open for 
any deviltry on Richards’ part; that 
Richards would look after any party 


which contained Mr. Wade and Hast- 
ings. 

Then the sound of galloping hoofs 
came ominously. Ike, fairly hanging on 
the Colonel’s neck, came flying home- 
ward. 

Disaster was stamped on his terror- 
ized face. 

Carrington swung up on his crutch 
as the boy ran stumblingly up the walk. 

The clatter brought Mrs. Kipley and 
Hemmy to the door. 

“What is it?” Carrington called, 
sharply. 

“Water!” the boy choked. “The 
Tray-Spot is flooded, and they're down 
there.” 

“Who's down there?” Carrington’s 
words cut. 

“The young fellow—Trevanion—and 
Mr. Ned,” Ike sobbed. 

Carrington’s ashy face worked cu- 
riously. 

“And Richards?” he demanded. 

“Come up and left em,” moaned the 
boy. 

John Carrington wheeled, strode limp- 
ingly, and for the first time without a 
crutch, into the house, snatched some- 
thing that glistened from the drawer of 
his desk, and came running rapidly in 
that uneven, limping way toward the 
saddled horse. 

“For pity’s sake, what are you going 
to do?” Mrs. Kipley called out, as he 
managed, by the aid of the horse block, 
to get into the saddle. 

The face that turned toward her was 
distorted with fury, but the twisting lips 
spoke only two words in a hoarsely gut- 
tural cry: “My boy!” But in them was 
anguish and revenge. 

The Colonel shot forward like a shell 
from a gun. 


Kipley, mingling with the crowd 
around the shaft house, picking upevery 
shred of information heavy-heartedly, 
saw with consternation the bulky figure 
pounding toward them on the Colonel. 
He was beside the horse’s head when 
John Carrington drew rein. 

“They've gone down for ’em,” he 
said, swiftly, and his voice was weighted 
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with pity: “They're going to get ‘em 
on the level above.” 

John Carrington gave no sign of hear- 
ing him. He was trying to dismount. 

“Give me your shoulder,” he said, 
sharply. “This cursed leg——” He 
groaned as he came awkwardly and 
heavily to the ground. Then, steadying 
himself by Kipley’s shoulder, he hur- 
ried in that lunging, uneven way to the 
shaft. 

He had flung the bridle automatically 
over the Colonel’s head, and that saga- 
cious animal, well trained as a cavalry 
horse, stood motionless, waiting. 

Kipley told all he had learned of the 
story, tersely, as he steadied him along. 

Mr. Wade, waiting -numbly by the 
shaft, found himself confronted by two 
men. 

“You,” said a deep voice, strangling 
with rage, “came up and left my son.” 

Mr. Wade raised his tired eyes to 
meet John Carrington’s bloodshot ones. 

“They,” said Mr. Wade, mechanic- 
ally, “came up and left my nephew.” 

Then the consciousness of who this 
man was, and what Hastings had done, 
awoke in him a sense of pride of blood 
which restored him in voice and _ bear- 
ing to some semblance of himself. 

“My nephew,” he repeated, with a 
touch of arrogance, ‘who refused to 
save himself and leave your son and 
vour workman.” He straightened him- 
self up with a dignity whose assumed 
calm hardly covered its pathos. 

“As he would, naturally,” he finished. 

John Carrington’s eyes softened. 

“T thought he was that kind,” he said. 
“T like him.” 

Mr. Wade’s heart warmed to a man 
who appreciated his nephew. 

“Then my son would have done the 
same thing for him, in his place,” John 
Carrington added, proudly. 

Young Carrington was a_ splendid 
young fellow, Mr. Wade thought. His 
sympathy swept out to his father. 

“I’m sure of it,” he said. And the 
two men’s hands met. 

When Mr. Wade spoke again, it was 
with a feeling of placing reliance in 
John Carrington. 


“Are they doing all they can?” he 
said, simply. “You ought to know.” 

Carrington’s mind swept like a mi- 
croscope over the details of the rescuers’ 
plans, as Kipley had given them to him. 
“Tell me your side of it,” he said. 

Mr. Wade told him mechanically. 

Carrington pondered it. 

“I’m inclined to think they are,” he 
said, at last. 

For the conviction forced itself upon 
him that Richards would do his best to 
rescue Hastings. And if there was 
safety underground, Trevanion would 
find it. Time was the uncertain factor. 
If there was time! 

Kipley brought a rough bench, and 
the two men sat down. 

If there was silence between them, 
there was also the bond of a common 
anxiety. 


From the moment Richards had seen 
the three men left on the seventh level 
he had seen several other things clearly. 

One was that it would be no longer 
possible to parry the question of pump- 
ing apparatus with Mr. Wade. 

Another was that the only thing 
which could make the possibility of his 
continuing as manager of the Tray-Spot 
worth a straw was the quick, well- 
planned rescue of the three men. In the 
reaction of relief from casualty, re- 
sourcefulness now might plead for him. 

And the last was that if Trevanion 
did not have time to get them up the 
first raise, they were caught in some 
one of those other raises, from which 
he had had the ladders removed only the 
week before. 

Everything depended on the progress 
the three had been able to make, and 
the rapidity with which the water was 
coming. 

When the cage dropped to the sixth 
level, Richards knew from its solitude 
that they had not been able to make the 
first raise, and Richards’ men under- 
stood that they were to do their best. 

They ran to the second, calling down 
as they uncovered it: no answer. And 
the third: to hear only the hollow rever- 
beration of their own voices; to see by 
the light of a falling candle the glint of 
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water in the bottom. And the fourth: 
Richards himself, hurrying along in ad- 
vance of his men toward the final raise 
to the south, acknowledged that this was 
a last and very slender hope. 

As he hallooed down the raise the an- 
swering cry came back as swiftly to his 
ears as the sight of the three twinkling 
lights to his eyes. If the candle in his 
cap was a star of safety to them, those 
three lights were relief to him. 

With swift brevity he ordered the lad- 
ders, then called down: ‘We'll have 
you up, all right.” 

And up the blackness came Hastings’ 
voice: “Hurry, for God's sake; it’s an- 
kle deep ‘i 

The first ladder dropped swiftly to 
the position, to be nailed in place by the 
fastest man the Tray-Spot had. Three 
minutes. The second one sped down 
after it. Men stood by with ropes, if 
ladders should prove too slow. 

Seven minutes, and the third ladder 
started down. This was rapid work, but 
the ropes slid down, as well. The fourth 
ladder touched the bottom of the hole. 

The water was at their knees when 
they saw it come. Trevanion had be- 
gun to knot a rope around young Car- 
rington’s waist. He flung it off now, to 
swing the slight young figure to his 
shoulders, to set the stiff feet firmly on 
the ladder. “I maun take him! ’E 
can't do it alone!” he said to Hastings, 
as he swung himself up after the lad, 
supporting him. 

And it was, in truth, fidelity to young 
Carrington, not hurry to save himself 
before Hastings. Nor did Hastings mis- 
understand. He would have gone last, 
anyway. 

But it seemed a long way to the top. 
He was terribly stiff and wet and chilled, 
grateful to the strong hands that lifted 
him out at last. 

He saw Trevanion ahead, half carry- 
ing Ned, refusing to let anyone else 
touch the lad. 

It seemed to him that he followed 
more because he was led along than be- 
cause of any will of his own. They 
were in the cage now, going up, and the 
cheers of the miners with them rose be 
fore them. 





It would mean but one thing to those 
on the surface; a thing that made two 
haggard-faced, gray-headed men stand 
shaken with emotion as the cage came 
in sight. 

To Mr. Wade the other faces were 
but a blur around Hastings; to Car- 
rington nothing was clear but his son's 
face, chilled blue-white, as the lad 
leaned in utter weariness against Tre- 
vanion. 

Neither man saw Richards, nor heard 
his bluff “All safe!’ But the waiting 
crowd, heedless of old animosities for 
the moment, took up the cheer. It 
served as chorus when John Carring- 
ton, catching Ned’s icy hands in his, 
said, hoarsely: ‘Thank God !’—when 
the lad, striving to smile his wonted 
brave smile, answered: “I do, dad;” 
when Trevanion, crying: “’E must 
keep movin’! swept young Carrington 
along to where the Colonel stood pa- 
tiently waiting, and, lifting him into the 
saddle, held him with one hand as he 
ran alongside, urging the animal into a 
gentle trot; when John Carrington, im- 
patient to follow, and turning for Kip- 
ley’s shoulder to steady him, saw Mr. 
Wade, his face pinched with suspense 
and fatigue, resting rather heavily on 
Hastings’ arm, saw Hastings, gray-drab 
with fag, looking about for a vehicle of 
some sort. 

If John Carrington’s heartstrings 
pulled tenaciously toward home, it was 
not visible in the cordial insistence with 
which he drove Hastings and Mr. Wade 
to their car. 

“T count on you both for lunch to- 
morrow,” he called, as he left them at 
that haven of refuge. 

Then he gripped Kipley’s arm. 

“Drive like the devil!’ he whispered, 
hoarsely. 


The ride had shaken the chill from 
young Carrington’s blood, but Trevan- 
ion refused to leave him until he saw 
him safely in the house. 

At the door young Carrington turned 
and laid his hand lightly and firmly on 
Trevanion’s arm. 

“You’re splendid, Trevanion,” he 
said, gently; “I shan’t forget.” 
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And Trevanion, turning away, would 
have given his heart’s blood for just 
that. 

Mrs. Kipley bore down upon them, 
bustlingly energetic, a glass of whisky 
in one hand and a telegram in the other. 
Hemmy, red-eyed, lingered in the of- 
fing. 

Young Carrington tossed off the 
whisky, tore open the envelope, and, 
calling to Trevanion, who was halfway 
down the steps, sped to him and spoke 
low and rapidly. 

Trevanion nodded. Young Carring- 
ton, coming back, was smiling rather 
tremulously. 

“Not a thing, thanks,” he said, to 
Mrs. Kipley’s offer of assistance. ‘All 
I need is a bath and a rest. In the 
morning I shall be quite—myself.”’ 

He laughed an odd, gay little laugh. 

‘You don’t feel any bone ache?” said 
Mrs. Kipley, anxiously, as he went up 
the stairs. 

Young Carrington looked down glee- 
fully. 

“T feel—relieved,” he said. 

“T don’t wonder,” said Mrs. Kipley, 
to Hemmy, who was altering a deter- 
mination to enter a convent into a desire 
to be a trained nurse. 

But Mrs. Kipley and young Carring- 
ton were not thinking of the same pre- 
dicament. 

For the telegram read: 


Shall arrive Yellow Dog nine to-night; 
your trunk with me. E. CARRINGTON. 


John Carrington, his abused leg 
stretched out on a chair in front of him, 
was smoking a final cigar for the night, 
in the big downstairs bedroom. 

He was resting one elbow on his 
desk; and the head that leaned upon his 
hand was full of plans for his son’s fu- 
ture. He was safe upstairs, thank God! 
He was snug in bed and sleeping when 
his father got home. And he left him 
to sleep off his fatigue, though he was 
impatient to talk with him. 

The clock over the fireplace chimed 
the half hour after nine. There was 
the sound of quick steps on the ve- 
randa, then in the hall. A murmur of 
voices. One was Trevanion’s. “The 


, 


room at the head of the hall,” he heard 
his undertone. Some one ran up the 
stairs, and some one closed the hall door 
gently and went down the steps. 

John Carrington was out in the hall 
the next instant. He heard the door of 
Ned’s room open. He stumped up the 
stairs. 

Light came through a_half-opened 
door. A murmur of voices and laugh- 
ing greeting came to him. 

Ned, fully dressed, as though he were 
the newcomer, had his arms around 
some one who was sitting up in bed. 

“Dear old girl! What a brick you 
are!’ Carrington heard Ned say. ‘“Tre- 
vanion told me.” 

“Ned!” he cried, uncomprehendingly. 

The boy swung round joyously. 

“Dad!” he shouted, and there was 
glad greeting in his tone. “You bully 
old dad!” 

He caught his father by the hand and 
shoulder with both his hands, but John 
Carrington held him off mechanically. 

For the figure sitting up in_ bed, 
flushed, mischievous and laughing at his 
bewilderment, was Ned! 

The hands that grasped John Car- 
rington’s arm and_ shoulder gripped 
him, shook him slightly. 

“She’s been ripping, perfectly ripping, 
dad, and I’m four months late, but be a 
little glad to see me,” this Ned’s laugh- 
ing voice went on. 

“She——” John Carrington stam- 
mered. 

Ned waved a genial hand toward the 
figure in the bed. 

“Miss Elenore Carrington, the most 
successful self-made man in history!” 
he announced, with a flourish. 


CHAPTER VII. 


When Miss’ Elenore Carrington 
opened her eyes the following morning, 
it was to gaze contentedly from her bed 
at a large, square, hotel-placarded ob- 
ject in the center of her room. 

Objectively, it was merely an uncom- 
monly good-sized trunk, but subjec- 
tively, it stood for Femininity, sweetly 
personal and newly reincarnated. 

‘But what do you suppose he put in?” 
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murmured Miss Carrington. And un- 
certainty became unbearable. 

She shook her fist gayly at a mascu- 
line-looking bathrobe hanging over the 
back of a chair. “I won’t put you on 
again, even to look!” she announced, 
with a gayly menacing flourish. 

She caught the coverings of the bed 
around her, and was out in a great 
white splash on the floor, fumbling 
with the key in the lock. 

The trunk lid flew open, and she 
knelt, looking like a boyish little novice, 
in the plain white night garment, with 
the big splash of white spreading all 
over the floor about her. 

She had that floor strewn with her 
treasures. Lovely frilly feminine gar- 
ments, dainty slippers all buckle and 
heel, dear little everyday frocks and 
lingerie blouses, and gowns for occa- 
sions in the big trays beneath. She 
laughed and blessed Ned as she delved 
down. 

And hats—actually all her, hats! But 
alack-a-day! She clutched her shorn 
locks with a grimace. And that square 
package — toilet things; useless hair- 
pins and unusable jeweled shell combs; 
and here, in tissue paper—oh, the fore- 
thought of Ned!—the very locks of 
hair of which she had shorn herself so 
recklessly, bound together by the hair- 
dresser’s skill into a lustrous coil that 
had distinct possibilities. 

She looked at it with an admiration 
such as she had never felt when it was 
growing on her own head. 

She swathed herself in the laciest and 
ewirliest of pale blue silk negligées, and 
sped to the mirror to experiment. 


An hour later, Miss Elenore Carring- 
ton, daintily fresh as a morning-glory, 
brown hair coiled closely at the back of 
her head and pompadoured loosely 
around a face worthy of its best ef- 
forts; garbed in a fetching’ little morn- 
ing frock of white linen elaborately 
embroidered, and short enough to per- 
mit the eve of man to rejoice over the 
well-shaped chaussure which supported 
a high-arched instep in a deliciously 
restful way—Miss Carrington, in short, 
not only in her right mind but in her 


right clothes, stood looking out of her 
window at a world glowing with the 
glory of the September sun. 

Her lips curved smilingly as she 
thought of many things: of her father’s 
surprise the night before, of the long, 
long talk and the flood of explanations 
which had lasted far into the night, 
and brought them into a completeness 
of understanding which had meant 
happiness to them all. 

Ned had told them what those 
months in the East had done for him, 
not only in technique but in inspira- 
tion; how, returning to Paris, he 
found that his salon portrait had 
brought him a commission to paint a 
certain crown prince that coming win- 
ter; how Velantour, pleased as he was 
himself, had shouted “Déja!’”’—a much 
prettier ‘“‘déja” than the famous one- 
and had added: ‘Now you will paint 
his soul in his face, his responsibilities 
in his clothes, and his destiny in the 
background.” 

How, too, returning to Paris, he had 
found Elenore’s letters, telling him that 
things were going on successfully in her 
imposture; and how, getting her things 
together as hastily as possible, he had 
come to relieve her on the fastest grey- 
hound afloat, determining remorsefully 
to give up even the crown prince if his 
father needed him. 

Needed him! John Carrington was 
so proud of his talent that he would 
have cut off his right hand before he 
would have kept him. 

Then they had discussed the exigen- 
cies of the present; how the thing was 
to be played out. Elenore insisted that 
no one should know; Ned that every- 
one should; he wanted no more credit 
that didn’t belong to him. John Car- 
rington, considering it the cleverest 
thing that had ever happened, would 
have blazoned it on the stars. 

They compromised: first, that the 
Kipleys should be told, a plan which 
had everything in its favor ; second, that 
Hastings and Mr. Wade should know. 
This was the battleground. 

Even when Elenore had yielded the 
question of Hastings, she objected 
strenuously to Mr. Wade’s enlighten- 
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ment. He wouldn't understand. But 
easygoing Ned turned dogged. 

“If you had only seen him, you'd 
know how appalling he'd think it,” Ele- 
nore had defended. 

“When I see him to-morrow, I'll 
meditate on the best way to break it 
to him,”’ Ned had retorted. 

“But you'll wait a little,” she coaxed. 

“Oh, I'll give you time to get in a 
bit of work,” he conceded. 

Miss Elenore Carrington, looking out 
of the window, grew suddenly dreamy- 
eyed. 

Over on the far hill, a branch of hard 
maple had turned brilliantly scarlet. 
But it could hardly have been its re- 
flection that brought the delicate stain 
into Miss Carrington’s cheeks. Oddly 
enough, it was on that particular hill 
that Hastings had planned to build his 
bungalow. 


It was a morning of merriment, of 
buoyancy, of stupefactions. 

Mr. Kipley was fairly swamped by 
the last emotion. He sat on the steps 
of the side porch, and only a medical 
expert could have told that™ his condi- 
tion was not merely comatose. 

All that saved Mrs. Kipley was the 
urgency of preparing a suitable lunch 
for “those New York folks.” 

Even then she discovered herself do- 
ing the most remarkable things. “I'll 
bake the ice cream next,” she remarked 
to Hemmy. Hemmy, used to the star- 
tling changes of romance, adjusted her- 
self to the situation with apparent ease 
—and a new dream of bliss. 

For had not Mr. Ned said, jubilant- 
ly: “Jove, this air is pure ozone! I 
want to paint everything in sight. You, 
too, Hemmy, in that  pink-checked 
gown.” 

Painters fell in love with their mod- 
els sometimes. 


John Carrington fairly basked in 
happiness. Only one thing troubled 
him, and when he caught Elenore alone 
for a moment that came out. He took 
her hands in his and looked into her 
blue eyes lovingly. 

“IT told you once,” he said, gently, 


“that no daughter could be so dear to a 
man as his son.” 

“Yes, dad,” she said, frankly. 

He bent and kissed her forehead. 

“T was wrong,” he said. 

Then they spoke of other things. 


“How is young Mr. Carrington this 
morning?” said Mr. Wade, stepping 
into the trap, to Mr. Kipley, driving. 
“None the worse for yesterday, I 
hope ?” 

Mr. Kipley’s face contorted, as 
though he were about to sneeze. 

“He’s lookin’ about the same,” he 
replied, and his voice sounded muffled. 
He seemed to derive such inward satis- 
faction from the phrase that he re- 
peated it: “He’s lookin’ about the 
same. I don’t think it hurt him none.” 
And immediately gave his attention to 
his horses. 

John Carrington was on the veranda 
to receive them. 

“This is a gala day,” he told them, as 
he grasped their hands in warm wel- 
come. “My other child came home last 
night.” 

Hastings’ heart leaped. 

“Your daughter?” said Mr. Wade, 
politely. And with his words Elenore 
came forward to meet them. 

She had doffed the linen gown of the 
morning for the delicately elaborate one 
she had last worn at that farewell tea 
in Paris. 

There was the faintest suggestion of 
shyness in the gracefully smiling wel- 
come she gave Mr. Wade, which suited 
that particular old gentleman to a T. 

“You have every reason to be proud 
of both your children,” he said, affably, 
to John Carrington. 

“T am,” John Carrington replied, and 
he meant it. 

Hastings, wordlessly happy to feel 
Elenore’s hand resting lightly in his, 
pressed it tenderly as he tried to look 
into the eyes he had so longed to see. 

Her long lashes veiled them distract- 
ingly. 

Then she raised them to his with a 
certain laughing mockery which was 
delicious but baffling. 
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“Have I changed much?” she de- 
manded, lightly. 

“T shall have to look a long time to 
find out,” said Hastings. His voice 
shook a little. 

She laughed with sweet spontaneity. 

“T shall.not waste myself on anyone 
with such a disgracefully bad memory,” 
she said, with mock reproach. “I shall 
devote myself to your uncle.” 

She turned to Mr. Wade and pro- 
ceeded to make her word Fexeyi rd. 

Mr. Wade found himself sitting on a 
broad, shady veranda, talking to as 
pretty a girl as he had seen in years; 
talking, as he felt with a commendable 
thrill of pride, his very best. What a 
listener she was! ‘How graceful! How 
super-feminine! How ready-witted! 

She agreed with him, and Mr. Wade 
felt even more agreeably conscious than 
usual of his own good judgment. She 
disagreed daintily. It was exhilarating 
to show her where she was wrong. 

“If I were twenty years younger!” 
said Mr. Wade to himself, which was 
a little more than half the number he 
should have stated, but what elderly. 
gentleman is exactly accurate in such 
statements ! 

He looked sharply at Hastings, and 
something in the divided attention his 
nephew was giving John Carrington 
seemed to please him. 

There was a flutter of Hemmy’s 
apron in the doorway. 

“Ned will join us in the dining 
room,” said John Carrington, genially. 

Ned was, in fact, standing on its 
threshold. 

He greeted them with gay good fel- 
lowship. 

“I’m glad to see you looking so well 
after yesterday,’ Mr. Wade assured 
him. 

Ned flashed a frank, bright smile at 
hin. 

“T’m as fresh as though yesterday 
had never happened,” he said, gayly, 
“and we're going to keep conversation 
on pleasanter things through luncheon, 
on Elenore’s account.” 

Mr. Wade nodded. “Of course,” he 
said, “we must not alarm the young 
lady with what might have been.” 


And the chatter that ensued was, in 
truth, gay and bright and full of remi- 
niscences of the life the three young 
people had enjoyed in Paris. 

If Mr. Wade had ever tasted better 
fried chicken, he had forgotten where, 
and he praised it with an emphasis 
that turned Mrs. Kipley, who was help- 
ing Hemmy wait on table, a deep ma- 
genta with suppressed pride. 

He approved highly, too, of the 
champagne cup, and when Elenore 
confessed its concoction, declared gal- 
lantly that that explained its excellence. 

“Indeed, I imagine that you succeed 
in whatever you do,” he added, as the 
string to his floral bouquet. 

They were at the coffee-and-cordial 
stage of proceedings now, and Mfrs. 
Kipley and Hemmy had disappeared on 
their laurels. 

“She does, Mr. Wade,” said Ned, 
gayly, “and she attempts appallingly 
difficult things at that. Would you like 
to hear about her star performance?” 

“T would, indeed,” said Mr. Wade, 
heartily. 

And Elenore, with a look at her 
brother, knew that the moment had 
come. 

“Then I shall leave you to your 
cigars,” she said, lightly, pushing back 
her chair, in the instinct to escape. 

For back of the lightness, excitement, 
altogether too insecurely barred, was 
making a dash for liberty. 

But Ned was on his feet as well, and 
caught her firmly but lightly around the 
waist as she tried to pass him. 

“You'll have to stay and help me 
out,” he said, with mock reproach. 
“How do you expect a man who only 
arrived last night to tell it straight?” 

Even then they thought he must have 
mis-spoken himself. 

But Elenore turned with her hand on 
his shoulder and faced them buoyantly. 

“There was once a Rising Genius, 
who had one great, glorious opportu- 
nity,” she began. ‘He had, too, a sister 
whom the gods hadn’t dowered with 
talent of any kind; and a father——” 

“Who not only fractured his leg,” 
John Carrington broke in, “but got 
fractious in other ways as well. And, 
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not knowing of the opportunity, in- 
sisted on his son’s coming home.” 

“So the sister, who was perfectly 
bully, and the pluckiest girl ” Ned 
began. 

3ut Elenore interposed. 

“He was perfectly willing to come,” 
she insisted to them. ‘Don't forget 
that.”” She slipped from his arm and 
swept them the daintiest of courtesies. 

She touched the elaborate chiffon 
quillings of her skirt with daintily ap- 
proving fingers. “I never knew the 
sustaining and soothing influence of 
feminine attire until I was bereft of it,” 
she assured them, laughingly. “I shall 
be distractingly fond of frills all the 
rest of my life. Wasn't it horrid un- 
derground!”” she flashed; and_ they 
heard the swish of her retreating skirts. 

Hastings gripped Ned suddenly by 
the arm. 

“You weren't down the mine with 
me yesterday?” he demanded. 

“Pullman, Lower 8, from Chicago,” 
said that young gentleman, serenely. 

“Then I shall be your brother-in- 
law,” he ejaculated, and vanished like 
a shot. 

Mr. Wade’s expression approached 
imbecility. 

“Do you mean to tell me—-—”’ he be- 
gan, numbly. 

“That I only came last night, but my 
sister has been here all summer,” said 
Ned, concisely. 





The air came in refreshingly through 
the opened windows. Elenore was 
standing, one arm on the back of a 
chair. She smiled slightly as Hastings 
came toward her impetuously. 

“It was quite a composite speech, 
wasn't it?” she said. 

He covered the hand on the back of 
the chair with his own. 

“T can't realize it,” he said. “You 
all that time.” 

“It seemed quite a long time, too,” 
she confessed. 

“You underground!” he went on. “I 
should have died of anxiety if I had 
suspected it.” 

“T wanted to tell you dreadfully,” 


she murmured. “There’s no harm in 
owning now that I was afraid.” 

The hand that held hers closed over 
it more tightly. 

“There’s no harm now,” he said, 
tensely, “in telling me if you meant 
what you said: that you thought E‘e- 
nore cared for me.” 

“There’s no particular harm now,” 
she parodied, daringly, with downcast 
eyes, “in your telling Elenore now what 
you told her then.” 

He swept her into his arms with a 
tender forcefulness. “That I love her. 
Elenore! Elenore !” 

The full red lips that his own found, 
breathlessly, were mysteriously, mad- 
deningly sweet. And those deep blue 
eyes—what marvelous things they con- 
fessed to him! 

“The dear little bungalow!” he whis- 
pered. “But we needn't wait for it, 
Elenore. Marry me soon, and welll 
build it afterward.” 

She laughed deliciously. 

The sound of steps in the hall came 
to them, and Hastings drew her to the 
vantage ground of a corner as Mlr. 
Wade and the Carringtons, pére et fils, 
came in view outside the windows to 
seat themselves comfortably in the big 
veranda chairs. 

“And,” said Mr. Wade, in high good 
humor, and evidently continuing a con- 
versation begun at the table, “‘it 
shouldn’t be difficult for you and your 
son-in-law to arrange the management 
of the two mines amicably between 
you.” 

“Aren't you getting on rather rap- 
idly?” John Carrington demanded, with 
a twinkle in his eye. 

“Not as rapidly as Laurence would 
like to, I'll wager,”” Mr. Wade said, with 
confidence. 

Then he polished his eveglasses with 
his handkerchief. “I have always had 
a great admiration for the heroines of 
Shakespeare—Rosalind, in particular,” 
he said, with a hint of pedantic pre- 
cision; ‘‘but I consider Miss Elenore 
more charming still.” 

“My idea, exactly,” murmured Hast- 
ings. 

“As long as you've settled it all for 
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them, you two,” said Ned, with confi- 
dential raillery, “perhaps you'd better 
hurry up the great event, so it can take 
piace before I go back to Paris. Every- 
thing has to be sacrificed to my career, 
you know.” 

Ife spoke with light mockery. 

Hastings’ arm tightened around Ele- 


nore, and his pleading lost none of its 
force because it was silent. 

The head on his shoulder gave a sud- 
den gay, bewitching little nod. 

“We consent to sacrifice ourselves,” 
Hastings called, jubilantly. 

And the sound of applause drifted 
in through the open windows. 
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N her castle by the sea 
Dwelt the daughter of the king; 
Sweet and beautiful was she 
As a morn in Spring. 


Lovers had she, young and old, 
Princes foolish, princes wise, 
Lured by all the love untold 
In her tender eyes. 


Bv her window 
Once she sat 
Fairer she than 
That inspires 


Tar below her, 


in the tower 

and listened long— 
any flower 

a song! 


in his boat, 


Sang the poet, and her name 
Soaring in a silver note 
Through the window came. 


Just a simple lyric, yet 

Fashioned with such perfect art 
Nevermore could she forget 

How it thrilled her heart. 


She will never wed a prince, 
Though the king’s own choice he were; 
Life holds something dearer since 
Love’s self sang to her. 
FRANK DEMPSTER SHERMAN. 











THAT makes the boom 
go sheering up in the 
air in that silly way?” 
Mrs. Massingbyrd 
asked me. 

“It’s trying to 
gooseneck,” I told 
her. “And if you 

would like me to take the tiller 9 

Now, how foolish this suggestion was, I 

ought to have known. 

“Not at all,’ Mrs. Massingbyrd 
briskly cut me short, pulling the tiller 
smartly toward her to emphasize her re- 
fusal. 

The boat jibed, and the next thing 
we were both in the water. Mrs. 
Massingbyrd’s shining head came to the 
surface a few feet from mine. She 
shook the water from her eyes, gasped 
for breath once or twice, and then with 
a magnificent affectation of composure: 

“Something told me I ought to wear 
my bathing suit,” she remarked, re- 
flectively. 

“It was vanity told you,” I replied 
with irritation. Nothing had told me I 
ought to wear mine. It was just like 
Lydia Massingbyrd to wear a bathing 
suit to get capsized in. I’ve never 
known a woman who so_ infallibly 
landed on her feet. 

“T think,’ she continued, compla- 
cently, as we struck out for the shore, 
not far distant, “I chose a very nice 
place for spilling us. I know women 
who would have been capable of do- 
ing it in the middle of Long Island 
Sound !” 

“It would have been still more con- 
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siderate if you'd chosen a spot near the 
mainland to show your seamanship,” 
[ suggested, with polite sarcasm. 

“T thought that all wrecks always 
took place near Huckleberry Island. | 
thought that was one of the things one 
did.’ Her voice was a trifle ag- 
grieved, she smiled at me, a smile like a 
little flickering flame. 

“She needn't,” I thought, “try to put 
the comether on me.’ Suspenders are 
in the way when swimming, and my 
heavy, rubber-soled shoes helped to 
spoil my temper. 

“Of course,” I gloomily returned, 
“our lunch is now at the bottom of the 
Sound.” I knew that would fetch her. 
I have never seen a woman who has so 
retained a child’s unimpaired appetite. 
Mrs. Massingbyrd turned an uneasy 
eye on the catboat, which, buoyed by its 
sail, was floating on its side like some 
great, awkward, wounded bird. 

Mrs. Massingbyrd’s feet struck the 
sandy beach off Huckleberry Island. 

“But we can’t sit here all day, you 
know, on a desert island, with nothing 
to eat,” she remonstrated, as she made 
her way to the shore. “You must do 
something about it, Bobby. I call it 
tragic, simply tragic, to think of all that 
good lunch put out of our reach.” 

She was by now quite on dry land, 
and with great expedition pulled the 
shell pins from her lovely and extraor- 
dinary hair. 

The jealous say that Mrs. Massing- 
byrd’s strength, like Samson’s, rests 
in her hair. It is that meek, silvery 


gold color that usually has neither kink 
nor curl, but in her case it curled riot- 
ously, broke out at the nape of her neck 
in absurd babyish ringlets and at her 
temples. 
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“So that was why you upset us?” | 
asked, irritably. ‘I would have taken 
your word for it that it did.” 

“Did what?” she queried, rising 
promptly to the bait. 

“Come down to your knees, I mean.”’ 

“You might know that not for any- 
thing in the world, with hair as thick 
and as hard to dry as mine, would I 
wet it unnecessarily!” she flashed. 

“It's a mercy it’s so fine,” I quoth, 
maliciously, ‘‘or you would never get 
it up at all.” Mrs. Massingbyrd is no- 
toriously vain of her wonderful hair. 

“You might have spared yourself all 
the trouble,’ I continued, cuttingly, as 
I took off my collar, and began on my 
shoes. “It’s not nearly as nice a color 
all soaked and wet; in fact, it’s rather 
unpleasant and seaweedy!” 

“Wait until it’s dry,” she triumphed, 
radiantly. “You may in the end be 
glad you came. But J won't!” she 
continued. ‘“There’s nothing in it for 
me! You're not going to present a 
sight for sore eyes now or at any other 
portion of the day! And there’s noth- 
ing to eat!’ 

“You're a vain and greedy woman, 
Lydia Massingbyrd,” I said, severely. 
“And it would serve vou right if the 
lockers of Mason’s boat were empty in- 
stead of being garnished with cans of 
soup and meat, as I suspect them to be.” 
And I started forth to rescue the cap- 
sized boat, but the tide had carried it on 
the reef, the mast caught between two 
rocks, and, already strained as it was, it 
cracked and broke. 

And I was due to meet my wife and 
some other friends off Rye in a couple 
of hours. That's what comes of going 
off on a lady’s sailing party, each man 
to be sailed down by a girl. A foolish 
idea, and hatched out, you may be sure, 
in the crazy pates of Felicia and her 
friend, Lydia Massingbyrd. 

I did what I could for the poor boat. 
It’s a light little thing, an eighteen-foot 
cat, and, as I’ve often told Mason, 
heavily oversparred. I got her on the 
beach without much trouble, while my 
companion inquired anxiously, from 
time to time, as to the state of the 
larder. 


[ found I was right. There was 
soup, and shortly I was warming it by 
means of a wire cleverly slung around 
it and a wooden handle. For, luckily, 
my match case was watertight. 

“Necessity is the mother of inven- 
tion,” said I, taking my companion into 
favor again. 

“Necessity is the mother of indiges- 
tion!’ she retorted, and I saw her mind 
was back with our shipwrecked flesh- 
pots. “I can’t bear canned things!” 

She spread her long, wet hair around 
her like a mantle; the corners of her 
mouth drooped with a pathetic quiver, 
changed their mind and flickered out 
into a radiant little smile, which in its 
turn gave way to a long chuckle. 

“T never quite understood about jib- 
ing,’ she remarked. “But now I un- 
derstand perfectly. It’s about the 
suddenest thing 1 know. I've a very 
objective mind. <A thing has to be put 
before me actually, in the flesh, for me 
to comprehend it. That's what I shall 
tell the reporters.” 

“Reporters?” I wondered. 

“Reporters, of course,” she repeated. 
“And the longer we're out here, the 
more there'll be! They won't begin to 
hunt for us until to-night. It’s a good 
thing Felicia is my lifelong friend ;” and 
Mrs. Massingbyrd laughed again. The 
situation had none of the serious aspects 
to her that it had to me. Of course 
Felicia was Lydia Massingbyrd’s friend, 
but no woman cares to have her hus- 
band absent and missing with another 
woman, and what with the anxiety and 
reporters and all—no, I didn’t look for- 
ward to the next two or three days. 

Mrs. Massingbyrd’s spirits rose dur- 
ing lunch, 

“After a swim canned things aren’t 
really so awful,” she conceded. “I sup- 
pose they'll tell the police and get out 
searchlights. I’ve had most things 
happen to me, but this is quite brand 
new.” 

“One would think you were a popular 
actress,” | complained. 

“Well, so, in a way, | am,” she phil- 
osophized., 

Her hair was drying fast, and hung 
about her a dress of living gold. Her 
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black silk bathing suit fitted her closely 
in all the places it ought not to. I 
marveled that so slender a little crea- 
ture could be at the same time so de- 
liciously rounded. Her face, ever so 
slightly tanned, had all sorts of delicious 
golden tones, her eyes were surprisingly 
blue and as candidly innocent as those 
of a delightful child. In her short skirt 
and her golden hair, so meek in its 
color, so wayward in its curls, she 
looked. like a little girl. 

“Lydia Massingbyrd,” I found myself 
saying spontaneously, “I forgive you 
everything! And it’s a lucky thing for 
me I’m deeply in love with Felicia.” 

“T told you you'd be glad you came,” 
she said, joyously. 

“It was worth the price,”’ I generous- 
ly conceded. ‘Your lovely mane is all 
you have pretended it was. ‘It’s all 
wool!” 

“A sail!” cried Mrs. Massingbyrd, 
pointing to a yawl that even as she 
spoke had rounded the island. 

“It’s the Phillips’ yawl,” I agreed. 

“Conscientiously, I don’t suppose we 
can stay shipwrecked any longer than 
we can help. We'll have to give up the 
reporters!” There was a note of disap- 
pointment in her voice. “Shout, Bob- 
by!’ 

[ shouted. 

“They don’t hear us. What we need 
is a flag of distress. Wave, wave your 
coat!’ Then catching her long hair in 
both her hands, she held it far above 
her head and waved it like a golden 
banner. The wind caught it and played 
with it; in her eager. abandon she 
looked like some Meenad, some fire 
spirit—choose your own simile for her, 
but in that moment out there in the full 
sunlight she had I know not what touch 
of the superterrestrial. 

I believe at that moment it was given 
to me to see her at the highest point of 
her somewhat amazing beauty. As she 
stood there her hand was holding her 
wonderful hair above her head; she was 
for a moment outside the pale of 
everyday womanhood. She was, I tell 
you, something to commit follies for. 

They saw us. The boat put about. 
Mrs. Massingbyrd let fall the most orig- 


inal and the most beautiful flag that 
ever waved distress. 

“They've recognized me,” she _ re- 
marked with satisfaction. She held a 
strand of hair high above her head and 
let it fall. ‘There isn’t anyone who 
could have done that.” 

“Or who would have done it if they 
could,” I added, severely. 

“Or who would have done it if they 
could,” she agreed. “Not all women 
are so conscientious as to what they owe 
mankind.” 

“Indeed they are not,” I put in, sar- 
castically. 

She was on her knees, gathering her 
hairpins and combs. 

“Let your light so shine before men,” 
said she, cheerfully. “A city that’s 
built on a hill cannot be hid. Don't put 
your candle under a bushel.” 

I was putting on my shoes—now 
fairly well dried—and my ruined collar, 
just to show I had one. 

“IT suppose you're the vainest woman 
on the seacoast,” I scolded. I am the 
only man in all Lydia Massingbyrd’s 
acquaintance who never flatters her, and 
who from time to time gives her the 
great benefit of hearing the whole 
truth about herself. 

“T suppose I am, and good reason, 
too;” and there was some heat in her 
voice. Her back was toward me; all I 
could see of her was a mass of silvery 
gold. 

“Now, what shall [ do?” she asked. 
“There’s plenty of time to put up my 
hair any which way—it would look 
horrid—I look so nice like this—now, 
what would you do?” 

“You ought to put it up,” I conclu- 
sively told her. “It’s an indecent ex- 
posure. One would think, to look at 
you, that you were playing tableaux of 
Lady Godiva.” 

“T shall never get such another 
chance,” she implored. 

“Put up your hair, Lydia Massing- 
byrd,”” I commanded. 

“T’ve always wanted to do this,”’ she 
moaned. “And now just as there’s go- 
ing to be any good in it you bully me.” 
Her mouth dropped again, she looked 
at me with appealingly candid eyes. 
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“Oh, have it your way,” I growled. 
“Show off before Phillips, and Alming- 
ton, and little Cecilia Bennett, and Mrs. 
Day, and the Drake boys!” 

“Almington!” exclaimed Mrs. Mas- 
singbyrd. ‘That settles it!’ and she 
resolutely shook out her hair again. 

“Almington!” I exclaimed, in amaze- 
ment. “Why does Almington settle 
it?” 

“T can’t bear the man!” cried she, 
stamping her foot. 

“Oh, well, if this is by way of pun- 
ishment “d 

“Cecilia Bennett’s sister is one of my 
dearest  friends.”’ Apparently | she 
thought this was an explanation. 

“And so you want Cecilia to see you 
with your hair down,” I sneered. 

“Men are too dense!” was all she 
vouchsafed me. “He’s a popinjay of a 
professional heartbreaker.” 

“T suppose you'll know what they'll 
say about you?’ I tried another tack. 

“T know what they'll think,” she told 
me, with her inimitable calm. 

“If you have the nerve, it’s no busi- 
ness of mine,” I conceded. 





“Felicia'll be so busy scolding me 
that she'll forget all about you,” she 
suggested, naively. 

“There’s something in that,” [I was 
manly enough to confess. 

The boat now lay-to in the shallow 
water. Phillips hailed us. 

“You'll have to put your hair up,” I 
told her. “They've got no dinghy. 
We'll have to swim for it.” 

“And wet myself all over again? No, 
indeed; you'll have to carry me,” she 
calmly announced. ‘They can come 
inshore as far as that.” 

“You'll have to square me with Fe- 
licia,”’ I muttered. 

Laughingly Lydia Massingbyrd made 
a rope of her hair, to keep it safe from 
the water, that she might the better 
blind the poor wretches in the boat with 
its radiance. So carry her I did. As 
we were well out in the water I heard 
the snap of Almington’s camera. 

“Won't Felicia be in a wax?” the 
incorrigible woman giggled in my ear. 

“It’s lucky for you it’s me,” I said 


’ 


to her, critically. “Even as it is, it’s 
most imprudent!” 

She looked at me, an impudent gleam 
in her eye. 

“I’m mighty careful in choosing my 
company when I’m cast away on a 
desert island,” said she. 


II. 


“T don’t understand women at all,” 
I rather rashly confessed to Felicia. 

‘*That’s all the better for us—I mean 
for me,” she threw back at me. 

“But I do understand you're all a 
matchmaking lot,’’ I continued, severe- 
ly. 

“Oh, we’re a matchmaking lot, are 
we?” Felicia’s tone was one of flatter- 
ing interest. She was arranging a bit 
of vine that had somehow gotten torn 
down. She now turned toward me, the 
picture of innocent surprise. 

“You like matchmaking for the fun 
of the thing—just as a man likes shoot- 
ing,’ I went on. “You'd marry any 
person to any other person, regardless 
of age, position or-——” 

“Sex?” suggested Felicia, politely. 

“Suitability,” I amended; “just for 
the sake of having a wedding.” 

“You're talking now in the manner 
and tone of a husband,” Felicia accus- 
ingly told me. ‘Anyone who heard 
your voice afar off would know you 
were one.” I paid no attention to Fe- 
licia’s interruption. 

“If I’m not right, kindly tell me if 
Lydia Massingbyrd wasn’t matchmak- 
ing when she got you to ask Almington 
and little Cecilia Bennett down here; 
and if you weren't matchmaking when 
you consented to ask them.” 

“Undoubtedly it’s because Lydia is 
anxious to arrange a marriage between 
them she wanted them here.” Felicia’s 
tone was so guilelessly axiomatic that it 
made me uncomfortable. 

“Has she told you?” 

“She’s told me nothing,” Felicia as- 
sured me. “If she'd told me her rea- 
sons I couldn't, as she very well knows, 
have asked them.” 

“And that’s why I say,” I concluded, 
“that I don’t understand women. First 
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Lydia Massingbyrd told me she couldn't 
bear Almington. Then she did her little 
Venus-rising-from-the-sea act for his 
benefit. And then, | tell you, Felicia, if 
ever a mortal woman flirted, it was your 
little golden-locked friend. And, Jove, 
she was pretty!” 

“What Lydia Massingbyrd needs is a 
husband,” Felicia declared, ‘who would 
keep her from tampering with other 
people’s! You've been utterly ruined 
ever since you went around that day 
carrying Lydia all over the place. You 
talk about her hair in your sleep.” 

Again I ignored Felicia and her un- 
just accusations. “Poor little Cecilia 
Bennett! Between admiration and fear 
she was almost frightened to death.” 

“Cecilia is a nice, upstanding, de- 
cent little girl,” Felicia asserted, ag- 
gressively. 

“So she is, so she is,” I hastened to 
agree. “And that is why—she being 
only two months out of Farmington— 
you want to marry her to a man like 
Almington !” 

“What's wrong with Almington?” 
asked Felicia, still in her most guileless 
manner, which I have learned to know 
is the most finished form of imperti- 
nence. 

“What's the matter with Almington ?” 
I exclaimed. “Oh, nothing at all! He’s 
the stuff perfect husbands are made of. 
He’s ripe, is Almington, for a little, in- 
nocent flower of a girl like Cecilia.” 

“Almington’s lots of money,” said 
Felicia, reflectively; ‘“‘and .Cecilia’s 
mother’s keen for it. You know there’s 
no end to the Bennett girls, and they’re 
poor as anything.” 

I maintained a disgusted silence, for 
[ had an inkling that Felicia would have 
been charmed with an outbreak from 
me about the iniquity of sacrificing 
voung girls on the altar of Mammon. 
I therefore resolved to commit myself 
no further. 

It was at this moment that Mrs. Mas- 
singbyrd arrived. 

The two ladies embraced. Then Fe- 
licia held her friend at arms’ length. 

“Remember,” she warned, “no Cro- 
quemitaine! I’ve done two things for 
you—what you wanted me to—and 


I’ve asked no questions. So go ahead, 
but no Lady Godiva here under my roof- 
tree. No, nor any coming out shrieking 
burglars at two with your hair down, 
Lydia Massingbyrd!” And_ Felicia 
gave her friend an affectionate shake. 

I had the sense that there had passed 
between the twowomen intelligences far 
beyond what appeared on the surface; 
a feeling that there were in the air all 
kinds of things—and that these things 
had passed over my head. In fact, I 
felt hopelessly at a disadvantage, as a 
man so often does in the presence of 
his wife and his wife’s intimate friend; 
in a word, I suppose I felt like a hus- 
band, and I was glad enough to join 
young Drake, who had come up in the 
same train with little Cecilia Bennett. 

As we strolled off together— 

“There’s something awfully nice 
about a really fresh young girl, when 
one’s been knocking around with older 
women a bit,’ he confided to me. 

“There’s nothing as charming as an 
unspoiled girl,” I agreed. ‘And Cecilia 
is that.” 

“T don’t know but the French way is 
the best. I hate a young girl who's 
too darned knowing.” 

Now, I knew that Ellery Drake had 
made calf love to Felicia when Felicia 
herself had been a young girl of the 
kind he so eloquently described as “too 
darned knowing’; and that he had in 
vain followed the fascinating wake of 
Mrs. Massingbyrd. So it was not 
without malice I replied: 

“Oh, the less a little, young girl 
knows the better; give me a tabula rara 
any time.” 

Ellery Drake looked at me sharply. 
“T shouldn’t go as far as that,” he said. 
“But I like them like Cecilia—so awful- 
ly interested in things you know, and a 
little bit shy, and all that. Gee! Did 
you see her stare when you toted Mrs. 
Massingbyrd into the boat the other 
day ?” 

“No wonder,” I said. ‘‘You don’t see 
things like that every day.” 

“She’s a wonder, Mrs. Massingbyrd” 
—Drake was full of enthusiasm—‘“but 
almost too spectacular for a quiet man. 
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1 think Cecilia was really a_ little 
shocked.” 

I had noted poor little Cecilia's what- 
have - we - here - and- whatever - is -the- 
world-coming-to expression. 

There's nothing quite as conyentional 
as your properly-brought-up young per- 
son; and Cecilia was as perfectly turned 
out a specimen as a wise mother and a 
good school could accomplish. She 
was, in fact, the beau ideal of the young 
person for whom we keep our maga- 
zines spotlessly pure, and in whose be- 
half we cry aloud when a play is not 
better than it should be. 

“She said afterward,” Drake told me, 
“that she felt as if she’d been reading 
one of those society papers that haven't 
the best reputation in the world.” 

“T didn’t know she was up to that,” I 
remarked. 

“Oh, you don’t know Cecilia. She’s 
really very funny when you get her 
alone,” Drake protested. ‘I’ve known 
her ever since I was knee-high, so, you 
see, she’s not a bit shy with me. When 
she was a little kid, I’d no idea she'd 
turn out so pretty. The trouble is, they 
get spoiled so soon,’ Drake gloomily 
went on—‘spoiled and knowing and 
worldly.” 

“You can’t expect a flower to keep 
in bud forever.” 

“But you can train it to be a nice, 
sweet, modest, homekeeping plant, or 
an exotic thing trained for the flower 
show.” 

He puffed at his cigarette. I saw he 
thought he’d gotten off a good thing. 
When I’m with Drake I understand 
only too well the kind of amusement I 
so frequently afford Felicia. He en- 
hanced the resemblance by now saying: 

“T don’t understand women at all!” 

“No?” I encouraged him. 

“What the devil is a sweet little thing 
like Cecilia Bennett doing messing 
around with a fellow like Almington?” 

“He'll soon take off the bloom,” I 
said. 

If the women were going to match- 
make, it occurred to me I could do a 
little work of the kind off my own bat, 
and I was pleased with my dexterity 


when Drake enthusiastically snatched 
at the bait. 

“You bet he will,” he said. “He's 
not the man for a young girl like Ce- 
cilia; nothing more than a baby, you 
know, who doesn’t know how to take 
care of herself. Though I’ve nothing 
against Almington. He’s all right for 
married women.” 

“A perfect companion for Felicia and 
Mrs. Massingbyrd,” I sarcastically 
threw in, but my sarcasm didn’t touch 
Ellery Drake, for he said, simply: 

“Oh, he’s all right for them!” 

“So,” I said, magnanimously, “let 
them take care of him. He’s coming 
down to-night, and you keep Cecilia out 
of his clutches.” ’ 

Roars of mirth, in which I distin- 
guished the voices of my wife, Mrs. 
Massingbyrd and Cecilia, now inter- 
rupted us, and they all came running 
across the lawn like a troop of charm- 
ing, grown-up children. 

Indeed, Felicia and Mrs. Massing- 
byrd seemed younger than their little 
companion. l’ve told you that Lydia 
Massingbyrd has the youngest, most 
candid eyes I’ve ever seen; and she and 
Felicia ran down the lawn with the 
abandon of those who know their 
world. 

Spontaneity is one of civilization’s 
most perfect flowers, and Cecilia wasn’t 
as yet civilized enough to have acquired 
it. She followed the others with a cer- 
tain dry rigidity that I found perfectly 
charming for her age and the time she 
had been in the world. 

“No, no; you can’t come,” said Mrs. 
Massingbyrd, waving us back. “You'll 
know soon enough. Don’t tell, Cecilia ;” 
and she caught the child by the arm and 
carried her along, as they made for the 
stable. 

There was something preposterous in 
the air. I have known Felicia long 
enough to recognize a certain irrespon- 
sible little laugh as a danger signal. 
Presently the children came back, Mrs. 
Massingbyrd with Cecilia still tucked 
under her wing. 

“Yes, it’s the strangest thing,’ she 
was chattering, “the impression I pro- 
duce on strangers! First they always 
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call me Miss Massingbyrd, then, later, 
they always ask where Massingbyrd is! 
Not one person in a thousand will be- 
lieve I’m a real, bona-fide, dyed-in-the- 
wool widow!” 

Cecilia’s eyes were open wide. I 
could see in her attitude that she didn’t 
think it good taste to joke about being 
taken for a divorcée. Nor did I, and 
I wondered what my friend was up to, 
for generally Mrs. Massingbyrd adapts 
herself to her company with all the flex- 
ibility in the world. 

I followed them into the house, and | 
was in time to see as pretty a little tab- 
leau as ever was presented on the stage. 

Discovered on the piazza was Al- 
mington, and at sight of him my little 
ingénue, Cecilia, hesitated, and was lost 
in a sea of blushes. 

Mrs. Massingbyrd ran forward and 
greeted him gayly and gladly. Mam- 
ma’s training came to Cecilia’s aid; she 
gathered herself together and, in spite 
of burning cheeks and very bright eyes, 
advanced to meet Almington in good 
order. 

He greeted her pleasantly but indif- 
ferently, and turned eagerly to Mrs. 
Massingbyrd. 

“You're none the worse for your ship- 
wreck, I hope,” he asked. 

“T never had a pleasanter day,” Mrs. 
Massingbyrd assured him: “It’s not 
often I get a chance to display my only 
beauty free and unrebuked.” 

“Your pictures came out well,” said 
Almington. “I couldn’t wait for the 
film to be through. I had it developed 
at once;” and he felt in his pocket. 

Mrs. Massingbyrd held out her rosy 
palm, then drew it back. 

“No, not here,” she decided. “Come 
down to the rose garden and show them 
to me there. After all, they’re just for 
you and me.” And it was with a self- 
satisfied air, the air of a conqueror, that 
Almington unfolded his long legs and 
followed Mrs. Massingbyrd. 

I looked at my companions. Cecilia’s 
cheeks were still hot. I saw she was a 
little bewildered, but she acted like a 
little thoroughbred, and made pretty, 
perfunctory, young-girl talk with Fe- 
licia, whose face told me nothing; and 


with Drake, who looked profoundly 
pleased. 

Mrs. Massingbyrd and her cavalier 
were strolling up and down in the rose 
garden at the foot of the terrace. Co- 
quetry was in every movement of her 
little blond head. Conquest was written 
large on Almington. 

In pursuance of my own little policy, 
“There goes a lost man,” I remarked. 

“He's been lost so often and won so 
often that it doesn’t matter much, does 
it?” said Felicia, lightly. “So if it’s only 
he that’s lost, we won't have far to look 
for him.” 

“T thought Mrs. Mass. had turned 
him down,” remarked Ellery Drake. 

“It hasn't apparently prevented his 
turning up again,” lelicia replied, pert- 
ly. 

I looked at Cecilia. Mamma’s train- 
ing held good; there was a visible strain 
about her attitude, but she did her best 
to seem natural. It was Cecilia's first 
time under fire, and she did her superior 
officers credit. But there was that about 
the still babyish lines of her mouth 
which showed me that she longed to be 
away by herself and have a good cry. 
Drake couldn’t stand it any longer. 

“Come on, Cecilia, let us go for a 
walk, too,” he suggested. And while 
I blessed him for his kindness I thought 
the “too” unfortunate. 

When they were out of earshot | 
turned severely to Felicia. 

“{ don’t consider the Torture of the 
Innocents a pretty game,” I told her. 

“Tell that to Lydia,” was all I got 
out of my wife. 

“T thought Cecilia’s sister was a 
great friend of Lydia's,” I asked. 

“Exactly,” Felicia assented, dryly. 


(Tl. 


“For a spotless child of heaven, Ce- 
cilia’s playing the game pretty well,” | 
mused, as I watched her at dinner. 
During the hour of dressing she had 
pulled herself wonderfully together. 
She held her little round chin high in 
the air and devoted herself to Drake 
with all the aplomb of a Felicia. 

The cup of bitterness held its touch 
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of sweet to her. Even if one must suf- 
fer, one was out in the world, one was 
living, was what I read in her attitude. 
But as I have said, I don’t pretend to 
understand women; still, I’m much 
mistaken if, during dinner, at least, she 
didn't have a good time. 

She ignored Almington as much as 
she could in a general conversation. 

“Mrs. Massingbyrd can have you,” 
her attitude seemed to say. “I fight for 
no man.” 

I looked at Drake. If he wanted to 
keep his rose in the bud, he had better 
carry her away quickly to a fresher at- 
mosphere. 

\t the end of dinner the ladies ex- 
changed nods and smiles. I saw that 
an explanation was forthcoming for the 
mysterious visit to the stable. 

They had been preparing what to me 
seemed not unlike a little amateur Wal- 
purgisnacht. R 

It was, of course, Lydia Massing- 
byrd’s idea. Nobody else, not even Fe- 
licia, could have been wrong-minded 
enough to want to slide downhill in 
summer. My coachman’s children 
have a species of roller sled on which 
they daily endanger their lives by coast- 
ing down the steep macadamized road 
which leads from my house. 

“IT saw them on my way from the 
station,” proclaimed Mrs. Massingbyrd, 
triumphantly; ‘‘and saw at once their 
possibilities.” 

“Will you steer me, Mr. Curtis?’ 
asked Cecilia, turning her back on Al- 
mington, and giving poor Drake a kill- 
ing glance; and | thought I surprised a 
glance of malicious intelligence pass be- 
tween Mrs. Massingbyrd and my wife. 

Now, I know that, told in plain 
words the morning after, most of our 
maddest fun seems flat and puerile 
enough. I know that a decent married 
man of my age and a lady killer of 
Almington’s ought to have poohpoohed 
this childish sport, and sat with our 
cigars and our whiskies and sodas on 
the piazza. 

I suppose you think that’s what you 
would have done. But I can tell you, if 
you had dined with Felicia and Mrs. 
Massingbyrd, you'd have been caught 


, 


up in the fire of their folly. It’s con- 
tagious, more than anything I know. 
In the glamour of their lovely nonsense 
sliding downhill on the coachman’s 
children’s roller sled would have seemed 
an appropriate and delightful thing—or 
sliding down the banister or the cellar 
door, if it had been their mad whim to 
do that. 

Haven't you ever been a kid since 
you were grown up? Did all your fool- 
ing stop before you were out of col- 
lege? I’m sorry for you if it’s so. I 
hope, for my part, that Felicia and Mrs. 
Massingbyrd and their like will make 
me forget my years for a long time to 
come. And I hope often to wake up in 
the sober light of the next day wonder- 
ing just what magic it was that had 
turned back the hand of time for me, 
that I could find merriment in sliding 
down a macadamized hill on a roller 
sled. 

The night was cold, with a bit of a 
breeze ; there was a moon, and the glow 
from Felicia’s gayety and Lydia Mass- 
ingbyrd lasted my little companion on 
our first swift, delirious slides. 

It wasn’t coasting, but it was exciting 
enough, as one went very fast. And 
coming up we piled into a cart to be 
drawn up the hill. But after a few 
slides the flame of my little friend’s gay- 
ety flickered out, and as the others were 
piling into the cart, “Let’s walk,” Ce- 
cilia suggested. Youth is ever selfish 
in its distress, and what did Cecilia care 
whether my legs were tired or not 
climbing that hill? Her little flock of 
conventions had come fluttering back 
to her. Her doll was sawdust, and there 
was a bad taste in her mouth. 

Now, of course, you know that 
there’s nothing more revolting than the 
folly of others when you yourself are 
serious. Haven't you been annoyed 
time and again by the senseless and 
meaningless good spirits of the people 
next door? I’m sure you have. And 
just as often you've felt a certain com- 
passion for the people who give you 
sour looks and grim glances when 
you’re having the time of your life. 

So it was with ever-increasing dis- 
approval of my wife’s merriment and 
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Mrs. Massingbyrd’s abandon that Ce- 
cilia walked up the hill with me. 
“T think,” she confided to me, 
“T was born old!” 
“There are _some people who stay 
babies forever,” I encouraged her. 

“They are the fortunate onés 2” Ce- 
cilia said, gloomily. ‘I never have been 
able to enjoy things long at a time. 
Even our good times at school used to 
seem childish to me. And I thought 
when I came out and was among grown 
people——”" 

‘That things would be 
supplemented. 
the same.” 

“Just the same,” she agreed, in a 
gratified tone. “I feel as old as I did 
at school!” 

“Some people are born with a realiza- 


sadly, 


different,” I 
“And you find it’s just 


— of the futility of pleasure,” I went 
trying to voice Cecilia’s mood. 
oa suppose it’s that,” she sighed. 


“When I was at school I thought of the 
world as a playground where I could 
amuse myself with the others.” 

“And instead, you find that you're 
only learning a different kind of lesson, 
and play is as uninteresting as ever?” 

“Yes, it’s just like another kind « 
school, and the lessons harder to soot 
and of use when you've learned 
them!” There was a pathetic note in 
her voice. 

“You're very different from other 
girls, Miss Bennett,” I felt was an ap- 
propriate and comforting thing to say. 

“IT know I am, and it’s a great mis- 
fortune to be so,” she acknowledged, 
with becoming modesty. 

“But it has its compensations.’ 

“It’s very lonely,” she said. ‘No one 
has ever understood all I think and feel. 
Mamma never has, nor the girls.” 

“And since you’ve been out?” 

“Since I’ve been out I met some one 
—once’’—the once threw the time of 
meeting in the remote past—‘‘some one 
I thought understood me—but I was 
disappointed.” 

I murmured something sympathetic. 

“Because I’m young in years people 
think | can’t see things,” she cried, with 
a little rising temper. 

“You have the best possible 


less 


vantage, 


to observe the world as it really 


“And I do see things as they really 
are, and many things!’ and she clinched 
her little fists under cover of the dark- 
ness. Things were getting somewhat 
strenuous for me, so | brought our con- 
versational boat to smoother waters. 

“You make me think a little of EI- 
lery Drake,” I said. (Machiavelli to 
the front!) “Because he seems so sim- 
ple and direct; shallow people don't 
tz ike the trouble to understand him, But 
you" ve seen, of course——”’ 


“Yes,” she assented; and I saw she 
was interested. 
“What a lonely time he has of it, 


and under his apparent simplicity how 
much depth there is.” 

“T’ve known him all my life—but I’ve 
never really known him—that is, what 
J call knowing a person.” There was 
a great deal of intensity in Cecilia’s 
voice. ‘“*\h, how hard it is to really 
know any—and so few realize it.” The 
atmosphere was getting a little rarefied, 
so I was glad of the diversion caused 
by the two roller sleds whiffling by us. 

“We're racing,” called Mrs. Massing- 
byrd. “If we win, I’m to grant a boon 
to Jack Almington.” 

“He'll probably ask her to take down 
her hair,” said Machiavelli. “Men al- 
ways do.” 

“Oh, if that sort of thing amuses 
him’’—contempt spoke in Cecilia’s tone 

—‘‘let him have—his hank of hair!" 

“There's s a remarkably happy man,” [ 
said. “No still waters in his; a perfect- 
ly delightful fellow, only spoiled by 
women !”’ 

“Is he?” asked Cecilia, indifferently. 

“He’s been so immensely liked, you 
know, that what he really needs is a 
snub. He thinks he’s only to look at a 
woman for him to like her.” 

“Wouldn't one call that just a trifle 


conceited?” Cecilia’s voice dripped 
sarcasm. 

“Not in his case,” I returned, cruel- 
ly. “For, you see, it’s generally so. 


I’ve never known a more fatal man than 
Almington.” 
“He’s not always 


fatal,”’ Cecilia gave 


out, dryly; and she shut her little mouth 
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with a firmness that even in the dim 
moonlight made itself visible. 

We stood at the top of the hill in si- 
lence for a moment, waiting for the 
cart with the others in it. They came 
up laughing. How vain and empty 
their laughter was, I was sure Cecilia 
was thinking. Her deep knowledge of 
the world and its iniquity were fairly 
bowing down her young shoulders. 


IV. 

The laughter and nonsense grew 
louder, and I descried, standing upright 
in the cart, a vision, spirit or woman | 
couldn't tell. 

My companion stared a moment and 
then remarked: 

“Mrs. Massingbyrd’s hair has come 
down!” Into these simple words was 
packed all the quintessence of disap 
proval that Cecilia had learned from her 
various advisers. There were echoes of 
her mother’s shocked tones, haunting 
accents of her offended teacher, all 
welded together by the cool disapproval 
that was Cecilia’s own, 

I am sure that if my delightful little 
guest could have heard the awful, the 
chilling, contempt of “Mrs. Massing- 
byrd’s hair has come down,” she would 
have veiled her face with it in abject 
shame. 

[ gathered by her attitude and that 
of Felicia and Almington that these silly 
creatures were playing at tableaux, the 
cart serving as a Mi-caréme char. 

Mrs. Massingbyrd’s hair, more mi- 
raculous than ever in the moonlight, fell 
down to her knees. Her eves looked se- 
raphically heavenward. Almington held 
her hand, kneeling before her, while 
Felicia, a little shawl disposed as drap- 
ery about her, was pointing dramatically 
out into the night, giving an admirable 
impersonation of those statuesque young 
ladies who, in tableaux, have no raison 
d'étre save to round out the composition 
and look pretty. 

Later I learned that the name of this 
impressive tableau was: “The Triumph 
of Virtue.” 

At that moment I was too occupied 
with the attitude of my little companion 


to pay attention to Mrs. Massingbyrd’s 
foolery. 

Cecilia had just caught sight of Al- 
mington as he knelt, holding the hand 
of Virtue, his lean legs bent like the 
blade of a knife. Almington generally 
cuts a fine figure, through a certain 
sense of the fitness of things. His air 
of secret melancholy wins half his bat- 
tles for him, and he is one of those men 
who must at any cost hang on to the last 
shred of dignity, as they are nothing 
without it. In his present situation [ 
have no hesitation in saying he looked 
fatuous and grotesque. 

How he came to lend himself to the 
crazy whim of the two girls I can’t tell. 
I suppose he was carried away by the 
flood of their high spirits, as many a 
wiser man has been before him and will 
be after him. 

But if I had excuses for him, Cecilia 
had none. 

It may be heartbreaking to have your 
first “serious young man” leave you at 
the smiles of a pretty widow with blond 
hair; but, after all, by showing how 
truly noble you are, you may some day 
crush your rival and bring your suitor 
to your knees, crying, “Peccavi!” It’s 
bad to learn he’s a heartbreaker, but, 
after all, then there’s all the more incen- 
tive to break his heart. You can, what- 
ever happens, bear your suffering nobly, 
and at the worst you have lots of 
things, heaps simply, to tell the girls. 

But to have your first hero of ro- 
mance make himself ridiculous—that is 
the end of all things. Sorrow has then 
no dignity. A broken heart for a man 
like that is out of the question. Oh, it’s 
a bitter thing to think the drama of 
one’s life a tragedy and have it turn out 
a low comedy! 

Cecilia saw her hero exactly as he 
was, at that moment, stripped of all 
adornment. 

Glamour died, romance withered 
away; in the clear fire of her uncom- 
promising young scorn. 

She was proving again that man’s 
only unpardonable crime toward the 
woman who loves him is to make him- 
self ridiculous. 

It was really quite a dramatic little 
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moment. The late hero, now turned 
mountebank, descended and helped out 
Felicia and Lydia, radiant in her white 
and gold attire—and it was only then | 
saw Drake, who had been sitting stiffly 
in the back of the cart. 

He had taken no part in the pageant. 
If his temper was impaired, his dignity 
wasn't: Sliding downhill was all right, 
his rigidity seemed to say, but no play 
acting in his. His mood and Cecilia’s 
jumped together. Her eyes met his. ‘I 
know you now,” her grateful glance 
seemed to say. 

Meantime Mrs. Massingbyrd, lovely 
as an angel, drifted along the white 
road. 

“It’s breaking the rules of the 
game,” Felicia said to her, “for you to 
have taken down your hair.” 

“It fell down itself,” answered Lydia 
the unashamed. 

“But you looked so entirely lovely,” 
my wife went on, “that I forgive you. 
It's worth the price.” 

And I guiltily hoped that Mrs. Mass- 
ingbyrd would refrain from saying, 
“That’s exactly what Bobby said.” 

She stood pensive a moment in the 
moonlight. Drake and Cecilia, drawn 
together by the feeling of superiority 
they shared in common—and which I 
had helped to point out—wandered off 
together. Almington was absorbed in 
an open and impertinent admiration 
of Mrs. Massingbyrd’s beauty, and Fe- 
licia and I gazed at her, and again Fe- 
licia said, approvingly: “It’s an unfair 
advantage to take—but it’s really worth 
i)” 

Then the dreamy look in lovely Mrs. 
Massingbyrd’s eyes deepened, and she 
opened her lovely lips and said: 

“Felicia, I’m so desperately hungry 
that I wouldn't coast down that hill 
again—not for anything! Did you say 
you had something good for supper?” 

“And at supper I shall ask my boon,” 
Almington answered. 

“Boon?” said Mrs. Massingbyrd, as 
she watched Cecilia and Drake vanish 
together in the moonlight among the 
flowers. “‘Boon? You greedy person! 
Isn’t it boon enough to have seen me 
with my hair down by moonlight! I 


wonder at your graspingness, Jack 
Almington !” 


After we had said good-night to our 
guests, after Cecilia and Drake had at 
last come in from an interminable talk 
on the piazza, after Mrs. Massingbyrd 
had stuffed herselfi—in the face of her 
ethereal loveliness I hate to use such a 
word, but I know no other; indeed, she 
applied herself to supper with such a 
fair, frank and honest appetite that she 
had neither eyes nor ears for Alming- 
ton’s compliments—after all this was 
over, Felicia turned to me with a look 
of satisfaction. 

“You played up nobly that time, Rob- 
ert,” she said. “I’ve never known you 
to catch on so quickly and without a 
word from anyone.” 

I gained time with remarking, pa- 
thetically, “You've always underrated 
my intelligence.” 

“T call it a thoroughly artistic per- 
formance,” my wife said; “and the 
beauty of it is that there was no talk. 
no nothing, but each one doing his 
work.” 

[ looked at Felicia, to see if by any 
chance she was making a pitfall for me, 
but there was no danger signal. I 
thought it safe to give out, “I’m glad 
you liked my little share in it.” 

“You were splendid,” she cried, cor- 
dially. ‘And if Miss Bennett only 
knew it, we deserve a vote of thanks 
from her.” 

“Yes, don’t we?” I took care not 
to commit myself. 

“Tt isn’t as if we hadn't provided Ce- 
cilia with another suitor, and I’m sure 
Ellery Drake, from any point of view, 
is far more desirable than Almington.” 

“T should say he was,” I cordially 
assented. 

“And then, who can tell if Alming- 
ton was really serious? And for a 
young girl to be affiichée with Alming- 
ton her first season is nothing short 
of tarnishing,” Felicia went on, virtu- 
ously. 

“That’s what I've said from the be- 
ginning,” I put in. 

“And you certainly played up nobly 
We couldn’t have put it through so 
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quickly without you,” my wife was gen- 
erous enough to confess. “But did you 
ever see anything as splendid and self- 
sacrificing as Lydia?” 

“Self-sacrificing 7” I 
ing my way. 


“Why, she 


wondered, feel- 


made herself odious— 


simply odious—in Cecilia’s eyes, so Ce- 
cilia would feel furious at having Al- 
mington like her.” 

is anything but lucid. 
| naturally wanted to 


Sometimes Felicia 


“Like whom ?” 
know. 
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“Like Lydia,” replied my wife, impa- 
tiently. “A girl can stand anything but 
having a man she likes fall in love with 
a woman she doesn’t. It’s queer,” she 
said, suspiciously, “clever as you are 
sometimes, how dense you are others. 
Did you understand——” 

But at this late date I wasn't going 
to have my laurels snatched from me. 


So I hastened to assure her. “Of 
course,” I said, loftily, “I understood 
Mrs. Massingbyrd intended to inter- 
fere!”’ 








AUTUMN 


CARLET her cloak, her lips all scarlet too, 
Her cloudy hair as golden as the leaves 
()f the sun-mellowed hickories, her voice 
The rich, low whispers of the brooks that please 
By hinting Autumn mysteries, her eyes 
Witch-lights of laughter and of mad surprise. 


Oh, gypsy prodigal, who gives and gives, 
Till penury in winter strips you bare, 
Cover me with the splendor of your locks, 
Let your eyes challenge me from dull despair— 
Wake me and sting me till I, too, shall sweep 
Round in the revels that your whirlwinds keep. 
CLINTON DANGERFIELD. 


OMIT cote 











CHAPTER I. 


<j ERTRUDE 
WAR- 
RENER 





rener, just received into a 
subordinate position in a 
New York banking and 
broking firm, began to pay 
her his bashful attentions. 





was twen- 
ty-five years old on 
the day she went into 
the back library and, 
seated in a rocking 
chair, a newspaper and a box of candy- 
kitchen chocolates in her lap—began to 
ive. 

Hitherto the boundaries of her life- 
line had been limited by a wooden fence 
circling a few feet of coarse grass and 
two frame houses like her own. To the 
rear, in the yard, four poles formed 
square with peculiar precision, and on 
washdays the level lines of a_ cord, 
stretching cat’s-cradle-wise, supported 
the household laundry. 

She had taken for eight years the 
front rooms of the house for her point 
of vantage, and when she had mentally 
stated “Mrs. Felter’s just gone into the 
Perches’,” or “Pearl Exeter does her 
marketing in the afternoons instead of 
the mornings,” she had nothing further 
to say. One day she caught herself in 
the middle of some such banal reflec- 
tion, and, going to the back of the 
house, took her place in the window of 
a microscopic library. 

Gertrude Warrener did not remotely 
dream that she on this day passed the 
Rubicon lying between existence and 
life. 

When the mind is sensible of inertia 
—the eyes catch sight of living forms, 
and the soul yearns toward something 
which it has not—it may be taken for 
granted that a life-breath has blown 
over the valley of dead bones. 

In the case of Gertrude Warrener, 
it was indeed a tomb in which she 
awakened, and she did not know that 
she had been immured. 

In her seventeenth year, George War- 














With no spoken words on 
his part that she could remember— 
nor could he for the life of him have 
recalled the formula—there was an en- 
gagement. She married him before her 
eighteenth birthday. 

As she sat in the library, all image 
of the youthful lover was completely ef- 
faced from her mind. He was now like 
hundreds and dozens of other middle- 
rank business men. Of medium height, 
stocky, his hair and short, stubby mus- 
tache nondescript, his eves blue, wide 
apart and rather small, he was a suc- 
cessful type and entirely sacrificed as 
an individual. He often said: 

“T look like a prosperous Wall Street 
man, and that is as near as I shall ever 
come to it—to look like it.”’ 

But in spite of his dapper appearance, 
Warrener was an overworked drudge. 
He worked so hard and so long, his 
daily trips on unhealthy ferries and hot 
cars sapped his vitality to such an ex- 
tent, that all his life had been spent and 
lived by the time he crossed at night the 
threshold of his home. 

Gertrude in the little library opened 
the pages of the Slocum Daily slowly. 
She read the town gossip, a local 
weather prediction, an account of the 
hospital fair; and as she rocked and ate 
one after the other the chocolate marsh- 
mallows she had a feeling of freedom, 
whose cause was due simply to the fact 
that she had changed her point of view 
—due to the humble novelty of her 
transposition. 

George’s library simelled of stale to- 
bacco. She had sensitive nostrils, and 
was beginning to find the dead odor 
unpleasant, when at this point she fell 
upon an item in the Slocum Daily which 
held her attention: 
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We are glad to learn that the McAllister 
homestead has been opened. After the long 
absence in Europe of the family, Mr. and 
Mrs. Bellamy have returned, and Slocum 
welcomes them back with much pleasure. 


“Slocum!” She spoke aloud, and 
there was scorn in her tone. “Well, I 
guess they'll laugh at that. I don’t be- 
lieve they care for the Daily!” 

Old Mrs. McAllister at once took 
form for her. She had come to their 
wedding, and Gertrude remembered her 
as tall, and that her dress and hat be- 
came her. The young, light-minded 
bride had remarked the difference be- 
tween this guest and other Slocumites. 

Kept in state on the buffet down- 
stairs was a silver pitcher, the sole real 
silver in the house. Mrs. McAllister 
had sent it to the Warreners as a wed- 
ding present. 

Gertrude got up and went out in the 
hall, “Elza!” 

“Yes, ma’am.” The maid of all work 
appeared at the foot of the back stairs. 

“Say—just go and get that silver 
pitcher off the dining-room buffet and 
clean it. I guess it hasn't been cleaned 
for three years.” 

The maid looked at her in astonish- 
ment. ‘Why, we haven't got a mite of 
cleaning powder in the house, Mrs. 
Warrener !” 

Mrs. Warrener came slowly down 
the stairs herself, and, going to the din- 
ing-room buffet, looked at her wedding 
gift—or what she could see of it 
through a thick layer of dirt and dis- 
coloration. Then she carried it to the 
bathroom, and, with nail brush and 
tooth powder, shone it up as well as she 
could. It was a tribute of welcome to 
the return of the Bellamys. 


CHAPTER II. 


After a week or so of the new at- 
mosphere of the tiny library she 
summed up her life as follows, and was 
able to state that the routine of her days 
never varied: She rose at seven and 
dressed. George’s train went at eight, 
and she sat with him at table through a 
breakfast of hot bread, meat, potatoes 
and coffee. Then her husband put on 


his coat and hat and took his leave with- 
out even bidding her good-by. She felt 
lonely when the butcher and the grocer 
had gone. When she had given her di- 
rections to Eliza, it was never more 
than ten o'clock. In days past she had 
been used to walk out to the library and 
get a book, or wander into a neighbor's 
“and sit a while,” but of late there com- 
menced from the early morning a 
period of rocking and reading in the 
library. In the evening George re- 
turned from New York only in time to 
come to the table without the formality 
of washing his hands. 

These were her interests. Too timid 
to go to Town Club meetings, too sim- 
ple-minded to be of any great impor- 
tance in the different Slocum circles, 
she kept to herself. Her sole interest 
would naturally be her husband; him 
she saw from seven P. M. to seven 
A. M.; or, rather, she slept beside him 
during these hours—for directly after 
dinner he would throw himself down on 
the lounge in his library and smoke and 
read till at nine o’clock she roused him 
and sent him to bed in their common 
bedroom, in their common bed. 

George, tired and devitalized by his 
strenuous life, absorbed by his own and 
his employer's affairs, fell asleep at 
once. But his companion, more alive 
than she knew, would lie awake until 
long past midnight, her body unfa- 
tigued, her mind restless, her wakeful 
eyes staring into the dark which had 
for her no emotion and no mystery. 

One afternoon she found she had 
read through a whole book without 
stopping, and for the first time in her 
life had been absorbed. She got up and 
turned off the steam heat and opened 
the window. 

“Tt must be ninety here with these 
radiators! You either freeze or stew.” 

The air came in bluffly, its unfriendly 
edges met her cheeks; before they 
could be refreshed she was cold in her 
thin muslin shirt-waist. 

She had risen in expression of a sud- 
den need of air, a sudden sense of 
suffocation, but she thought only that 
she was “nervous,” and would go out 
and take a walk. A little later, a golf 
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cape over a short coat of material 
known as “covert’’— short-skirted, a 
gray felt hat on her head—\Irs. George 
Warrener was seen by her neighbors to 
be going “uptown.” 

Not until she had left the village, 
keeping steady pace up the hill toward 
the Golf Club, did she feel that she 
had “‘let off steam.” The quick motion 
set free the tension of her nerves, and 
she almost forgot the acute sensation 
that drove her from the house. At the 
golf links she approached the course 
and stood by the fence, near to one of 
the last bunkers. 

The field was sparseiy dotted with the 
golfers. A red dash in the distance, 
a green dash, indicated the players who 
bent in bright sweaters over their sticks. 
Two men came across the ground close 
to her—strangers—she saw that in- 
stantly, and regarded them with the 
curiosity of a resident. The man who 
was playing, his club swung over his 
shoulder, his driver in his hand, was 
short and stout, with smooth, red 
cheeks and bright eyes under shaggy 
brows. His shoes were large and 
heavy, his golf stockings thick, and his 
fustian clothes rough and well made. 
His companion, a younger man in a 
loose-sleeved overcoat, had a soft felt 
hat on his head and a lighted cigar in 
his hand. The older man said to him, 
laughing : 

“There you are, old man! If you’re 
really caddying for me, you'll have to 
ferret the ball out of that ditch by the 
fence. I saw it roll down.” 

The other lazily nodded, took a puff 
at his cigar and came over in the di- 
rection indicated. Mrs. Warrener 
leaned on the fence watching the gen- 
tleman, who poked about in the grass 
with his cane. 

“Let me give you a fresh ball out of 
my pocket; I’ve got three left,” he 
called. 

The older man laughed. “Oh, go on, 
look for it; it’s right under your nose. 


You've given me a ‘fresh ball out of 
vour pocket’ every time one has rolled 
fifteen yards!” 

Mrs. Warrener stooped down; she 
saw the golf ball on the other side of 


the fence. She put her hand under 
through the railing and picked it up; 
she handed it to the gentleman. 

“T think this is your ball.” 

He took it with a swift, quick look 
at her, lifted his hat with cane and 
cigar in the same hand and thanked her. 
Taking the ball, he returned to his 
friend. 

Mrs. Warrener watched the older 
gentleman prepare to drive—then the 
two men follow the direction indicated 
by the sharp, momentary flight of the 
little white ball, the golfer tripping 
briskly along, the other dark figure fol- 
lowing slowly. She had never seen 
either of them before; who were they? 
The distant rattle of an incoming 
train—the one before her husband’s— 
warned her of the time. She would 
barely reach home before George came 
in. “Although,” she reflected, “I may 
just as well be late, for all he will no- 
tice, he is so tired, anyway.” 

She walked, nevertheless, mechanic- 
ally toward home, so slowly that when 
she reached the village street George’s 
train had been in some time. 

At this time of night a little crowd 
was gathered, as a rule, for the trolley, 
and Mrs. Warrener decided to take the 
car and anticipate her husband's arrival 
by several minutes. 

While she stood with the others who 
waited, the strangers of the Golf Club 
joined the crowd. As the car appeared 
the gentleman in the black coat helped 
her in and sat opposite her. When he 
threw back his coat to get out his fare 
from fis pocket, she observed that he 
wore a gray waistcoat of soft material 

-it looked as though it were “knit,” she 
thought, or “worked’—a bright red tie 
and—unusual elegance among the men 
of Slocum—gloves—gray gloves, as 
soft in color as his waistcoat. Very 
much struck by his dress, she ventured, 
with a certain timidity, to look him in 
the face. The vivid color of his cravat 
made him seem very dark; all she could 
observe was a dark face, dark mustache 
and eyes, for he was looking at her, 
and she met his eyes directly. Their 
interested curiosity rendered her un- 
comfortable, and she removed her 
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glance, which traveled down the line of 
colorless passengers, tired men in dusty, 
careless dress; unbrushed derbys, linen 
far from immaculate, gloveless hands. 
Each man had his bunch of evening pa- 
pers, some carried parcels from the city 
for suburban use. A woman she knew, 
an inveterate shopper, nodded brightly 
to her. 

“Been in New York all day. Just 
too tired. Never saw such a crowd in 
the stores; why, I thought I never 
would get waited on. Say——’’ There 
was a vacant seat by Mrs. Warrener, 
and the lady came over and took it, con- 
tinuing a description of bargains, and a 
tirade against crowds. “Been up this 
week, Gert ?” 

“No, [ hardly ever go in.” 

“Well, it’s a change, but I always say 
when we get to Slocum I’m glad I don't 
live in New York, it’s so wearing. 
Been up to the Golf Club?” 

“Yes, but not to play.” 

The conversationalist was conscious 
of a change in her well-known neigh- 
bor’s tone, an accent, just what it was 
she could not imagine, but it was suffi- 
ciently marked to give her food for 
thought. 

As Mrs. Warrener left the car at her 
corner, Mrs. Turnbull puzzled over her. 
Perhaps she was offended with her? 
But she had no reason for such an idea! 
Perhaps George Warrener was losing 
money? As money to the  unsenti- 
mental, commercial American mind is 
the source of all bliss and the cause of 
all unhappiness, the slide down which 
all spirits fall and the height to which 
they rise, she reached a sad conclu- 
sion in this, and dropped her wonder- 


ings, 


Warrener and his wife arrived at the 
same moment on the steps of their two- 
story frame house. 

“Well!” he said. He took out his 
latchkey and entered the door. The 
hall was hot and full of the smell of 
roasting meat and soup herbs. The 
dinner puffed out to meet the diners 
with damp, pungent warmth. George 
put his batch of papers down on the 
hall stand. 


“Well,” he repeated, absently, took 
off his dusty derby, hung it up and got 
out of his overcoat. 

He looked for no response to his 
greeting. Mrs. Warrener understood 
this, and made none. 

Warrener went upstairs to his study. 

“Gracious, Gert, some one’s left the 
window open in my den! It’s like ice 
here!” 

“It'll get hot enough. Turn on the 
steam.” 

Mrs. Warrener followed her husband 
upstairs into the cold little room. The 
smell of stale smoke seemed to have 
frozen on the air, but over it the smell 
of the cigar the gentleman had smoked, 
a peculiar aroma, as new to her, as de- 
licious, as would have been a priceless 
perfume, came to her nostrils. She 
went to her chair where she had sat 
for hours reading, and picked up her 
book, which she kept in her hand. 

“What have you been doing all day, 
Gert?” he asked at dinner, after he had 
eaten his tepid soup and drunk an entire 
glass of ice water. 

“Oh, I don’t know—nothing much.” 

“Nothin’ doin’? Well, you are in 
luck! I feel as if something was do- 
in’ in every inch of my body. I’m tired 
out. Harkweather kept the clerks 
down to-night—they won't get out be- 
fore nine o'clock; but I said ‘not to- 
night for me. I’m goin’ home.’ And 
I’m goin’ right to bed. I guess I'll 
sleep twelve hours, all right!” 

As they went upstairs, he first and 
she slowly following, she suggested : 

“How would you like me to sleep in 
the spare room, if you're so tired?” 

“Why?” he asked, jocularly. ‘Do I 
snore so?” 

“Yes, but that’s not it. It may feel 
good to have the whole bed to your- 
self.” 

“Well, I believe it would.” 

In the spare room, close to the 
springs, on a narrow, single bed, Mrs. 
Warrener crept alone. She drew the 
adjusting electric light close to her and 
took her book up again to re-read, her 
elbow in the pillow and her cheek on 
her hand. She followed the printed 
lines with dawning interest on her face, 
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and a growing intelligence, until all 
of a sudden the dead stillness of the 
hour and time struck her. The fireless 
room—for there was no steam heat in 
it—gave her a chill. She put out the 
light and drew the coverlet about her 
and settled down to sleep. 
CHAPTER III. 

The business interest of which George 
Warrener formed a humble part had no 
picturesque traditions. Like everything 
else in New York, the corporation had 
even during Warrener’s time boasted 
several different addresses. When es- 
pecial advantages presented themselves 
in the shape of higher buildings and 
higher rent, Harkweather & Fulsome 
moved. The unstableness, the constant 
transition, had an effect upon him which 
he did not appreciate. Warrener, with 
his firm, was restless; and restless with 
his eighty million fellow Americans. 

Harkweather & Fulsome’s last move 
had been to a twenty-two-floored steel 
structure, from whose tenth story were 
visible the roofs of the buildings not 
yet razed to make room for other giant 
office honeycombs. Money, at Hark- 
weather & Fulsome’s, superseded every- 
thing else in the world, extinguished 
the lights of pleasure, destroyed even 
the capacity to enjoy. Everything else 
was crowded out of the question. Hark- 
weather & Fulsome were “‘strictly busi- 
ness,” strictly getters of wealth; and 
they squeezed dry every sponge that 
came to their hands. 

Warrener, in the office, had drifted 
into the position of confidential clerk, 
very much used when wanted, and 
shifted off into a little, stuffy room, 
where he had a desk and typewriter, 
when his services were not in active de- 
mand. Here he copied, filed and noted ; 
added, opened and docketed mail; and 
read the financial news in every availa- 
ble sheet in the city. To his own think- 
ing, he was an authority on stocks and 
bonds. He heard innumerable tips 
thrown out; saw them acted upon, and 
prove either valuable or worthless; fol- 
lowed the rise and fall of fortunes near 
and far; assisted at failures and suc- 


cesses; and during the hours of his 
routine in the office had the sensation 
of being himself a millionaire! But 
when he left the ferry, the bondholders 
and “big men’ hurried to their more 
important trains and more important 
stations, and Warrener hustled himself, 
with his evening papers, into the short 
train of the Slocum local, he then dis- 
tinctly felt the difference between his 
bank balance and his chief's! He lived 
in the atmosphere of money, but he had 
never been ambitious. Of average in- 
telligence, common school education, 
steady-going and trustworthy, he had 
no intentions further than to pay his 
bills, earn his salary and keep at the 
business. 

Were he asked what part of his life 
he recalled with most pleasure he would 
have unhesitatingly answered: ‘“Get- 
ting engaged and going on our honey- 
moon.” The sentimental period— 
which had come into his unimaginative 
life with the imperiousness of that pas- 
sion which at least once during a man’s 
life changes his existence for a time, 
short or long—had for Warrener left 
behind it a memory which the cares of 
the world, the moth and rust of ‘vulgar 
routine, trains and_ ferries, quick 
lunches and elevators, common. sur- 
roundings and abasing ideals, overlaid 
but never destroyed. 

Eight years before he had asked the 
prettiest girl he knew to marry him, and 
she had said yes. His vacation falling 
at this time, they had spent two weeks 
in August at Far Rockaway, and from 
there went directly into the rented 
house on Grand Street, and the newly 
married man began his bi-daily pilgrim- 
ages on the train. 

He would have been ashamed to have 
anyone, above all his wife, know that as 
he crossed the ferry, one of a thick- 
packed crowd on the front part of the 
boat, standing there close to the run- 
ning waters, near the bow, he often 
gave himself a mental- holiday ; then the 
image of Gertrude in a pinkish dress 
and picture hat came to his mind as he 
had seen her on the boardwalk at Rock- 
away eight years ago. It was a species 


of revel for him to recall those days. 
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He was not unhappy or even discon- 
tented; he was too commonplace to be 
capable of either sensation. He was 
numbed, pinched hard by life. 

“T am indispensable to Mr. Hark- 
weather,” he repeated, with pride, and 
passed the time with his hand on other 
people’s grindstones, all the gold dust 
flying into other people’s bags. 


CHAPTER IV. 


One especial Sunday he awakened af- 
ter a refreshing sleep, stretched his 
arms and yawned aloud, then lay pleas- 
antly conscious of the well-being of his 
condition—half asleep still, and it was 
far into the morning! Belowstairs he 
could hear the heavy footsteps of Eliza, 
and fancied the early presage of dinner. 
Warrener listened, knowing he should 
soon hear another footstep lighter than 
that of the maid-of-all-work. 

“Gert !” 

Mrs. Warrener came in. 

“It’s twelve o’clock,” she said, “and 
you'll just about have time to get up, 
take your bath and dress for dinner.” 

“All right,” he responded, cheerfully, 
but did not move. Instead, putting his 
hands up behind his head, he watched 
his wife as she fetched out his clean 
clothes and laid them with his Sunday 
suit over a chair. As she moved quietly 
about the room, the man’s feeling of 
content grew, added to by the femi- 
nine presence and the evidence of care 
and wifely attention. The little room 
was bright with the sunshine of a mild 
November day. The chromos, the glar- 
ing wall paper, the cheap oak bedroom 
set, the thin lace curtains touched with 
the light, appeared lovely in their mas- 
ter’s eyes. Before him was the pros- 
pect of a long day of repose, spent in 
perfect, tranquil laziness, a day in the 
fresh country air. There would be no 
office or telegraph calls, no duties, no 
sounds to disturb the hard-earned 
hours. His relaxed nerves and body 
rejoiced in the holiday. He was as 
happy as he could ever be—did he know 
it, would ever be. Years afterward 
Warrener looked back at that especial 
Sunday with something of the same af- 


fection he bestowed upon his marriage 
memories, and with keener regret. 

As Mrs. Warrener went out of the 
room, he called her: 

“Say, Gert!” 

She paused at the door, clean towels 
in her hand. She was going to get his 
bath ready. 

“Well, what?” 

He wanted to call: ‘Give me a kiss.” 
3ut her manner rather distanced him. 
So he said: “What’ll you give me if 
I guess what we’re going to have for 
dinner ?” 

“Nothing,” she laughed. “I should 
think anybody with a nose would know. 
Eliza leaves the kitchen door open all 
the time.” 

“It smells good,” he sniffed. “And 
it’s away ahead of sandwiches and a 
glass of beer; that’s my noon meal, as a 
rule.” 

She warned him he wouldn’t get any 
dinner at all if he didn’t hurry up, and 
in a few moments he heard the running 
of his bath; the sound, to his good 
humor and contented frame of mind, 
was one more pleasant, luxurious, 
agreeable part of the day. 

Later, shaved and washed, dressed 
with great precision and care, he sat in 
the parlor, the multitudinous sheets of 
the New York daily papers around him, 

Gertrude rocked idly in the window, 
her eyes on the deserted street. Eliza 
washed the dinner dishes and put them 
rattling away, then tramped up the front 
stairs, and in gorgeous magnificence 
went out the back way, emerging into ° 
Grand Street. At the sight of her Mrs. 
Warrener said: “I’m going to give 
you a cold supper, George, some salad 
and tea—she’s made biscuits, I guess.” 

“Oh, that’s all right. It seems as if 
we only just got up from dinner.” He 
threw his paper down. ‘Want to take 
a walk, Gert? It’s nice out, and I don’t 
think it’s cold.” 

“Well,” she said, indifferently, “I'll 
get my hat and coat.” 

When she came down Warrener had 
been walking about his tiny parlor and 
dining room, and was still under the 
spell of householder and in love with 
his possessions. 
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“You’ve got the McAllister wedding 
present cleaned up fine.” 

“Tt’s the only real silver we’ve got; it 
makes the other things look common.” 

Mrs. Warrener regarded the display 
on her buffet with some discontent. 


“Oh, I don’t know,” returned the 
husband. “It’s as good as you can get 


anywhere for the money.” 

“The McAllisters have come back to 
Slocum,” his wife mentioned. 

“Yes,” he nodded. “Mrs. McAllis- 
ter used to go to Uncle Samson’s church. 
I don’t see why you shouldn’t go up 
there to call some day.” 

Mrs. Warrener had opened the front 
door and gone out on the stoop ;George, 
getting into his overcoat, followed her. 
Side by side they went slowly down the 
front steps of the little wooden stoop. 

“T shouldn’t know what to say.” 

“Oh, she’ll say it all; besides, perhaps 
she’ll be out—leave a card—got one of 
mine?” 

“Yes, I guess so.” 

“Well.” 

As they turned into Grand Street and 
hesitated a moment as to their direc- 
tion, Warrener suggested: 

“Might as well walk aiong up toward 
the McAllister place; it’s as good a 
walk as any.” 

As they started off in the fresh, crisp 
air, refreshing and sweet to the man’s 
nostrils, stimulating and revivifying af- 
ter his close confined days, a sudden 
impulse to have the woman by his side 
nearer him overcame him; he drew her 
arm through his. 

“Let’s walk arm 
married couples.” 

3ut Mrs. W~-:rener held back 
took her arm away. 

“No,” she demurred; 
common.” 

In the following days Mrs. Warren- 
er took up her life, or, more accurate- 
ly, began it, standing on the threshold 
of an abyss—the flight of steps before 
her that led to the new. As she had 


in arm, like old 
and 


“T think it’s 


never been particularly interested in 
anything, she did not know that she 
was an invalid with a fatal malady, a 
malady whose term is too commonly 
employed by people whose reason for 


the state is less apparent than this 
woman’s in a country town. She had 
never heard the word “boredom” used. 

There were half a dozen village 
friends of Mrs. Warrener’s whose 
status was on a higher plane than hers, 
whose houses had more square feet of 
land around them, whose “help” was 
more efficient. In their parlors now and 
then she took an inadequate hand at 
euchre, and of late she had been trying 
to learn bridge. These ladies made the 
town library and the little ho:pital, the 
Children’s Home and the church inter- 
ests, run more or less smoothly; they 
had a hundred busy, useful interests. 
They were good wives and good moth- 
ers and good citizens. She had never 
heard any of them use the verb “to be 
bored,” and if she had, she would not 
have known what it meant! She suf- 
fered under a complaint which, like 
many maladies, is less fatal so long as it 
has no name; but the disease was too 
acute to be ignored. It had engendered 
too many complications. 

At the town library the librarian from 
among the rows of school booksoneday 
handed down to Mrs. Warrener a 
French dictionary. From the novel 
she had read a few days before she 
had copied out this phrase: 

Ennui is like the unseen worm in the 
wood, that slowly gnaws the good, clean 
substance until his parasite presence is de- 
clared by innumerable interstices that finally 
destroy the wood and proclaim it rotten to 


the fiber—ennui had eaten into her, de- 
voured her. There was not one inch of her 


that did not ache from desuetude, from 
moral inertia. 
Gertrude found the word “ennui” 


in the dictionary, and the following defi- 
nition: “Listlessness, languor, tedium, 
lassitude, tiresomeness,” compared it 
with her scrap of paper, puzzled her 
pretty brows until their lines looked like 
pain. As she put up the book and left 
the library, she said to herself: “Well, 
I guess that’s what’s the matter with 
me, 


CHAPTER V. 


When Slocum was scarcely a village 
Edward McAllister, after his retire- 
ment from the Supreme Court, pur- 





























chased sufficient land in the State to es- 
tablish a model farm. Here his chil- 
dren, Paul and Agnes, were born, and 
before they had time to know they were 
Americans McAllister accepted a for- 
eign embassy and lived with his family 
abroad until his death. His daughter, 
Agnes, had married in Rome, and after 
a few years of wandering and conti- 
nental life, with her husband, Mr. John 
Bellamy, and her brother, Mr. Paul 
McAllister, she returned to Slocum. 

They had come back in order that 
Mrs. Bellamy should see just how much 
she could stand of American life and 
manners; in order that their children 
might have enough of their native soil 
on their hands as they played, and 
enough of its education in their heads, 
to entitle them to the self-sufficiency of 
American citizens. 

Little Bellamy was immured in Gro- 
ton, hard at the American part of it, 
and Mrs. Bellamy sat this morning in a 
charming room furnished in Colonial 
style: continental taste and the ac- 
cessories that make living a luxury 
and pleasure combined to make her a 
charming environment. Mrs. Bellamy 
was teaching her little daughter the 
gentle art of making a long rope of 
useless wool by means of a spool and a 
row of pins. 

The mother’s head bent close to the 
little girl’s was as golden as the child’s. 
Her hands, with their flashing rings, 
played in and out among the pins with 
a skill nothing short of miraculous in 
the eyes of the little girl, who took up 
the spool between her own tiny fingers, 
the worsted twisted hard around her 
thumb. 

By the table, in a luxurious leather 
chair, the other occupant of the room 
was almost lost to sight. His presence 
was, however, indicated by the film of 
cigarette smoke that rose curlingly 
around his head. The yellow cover of 
a French novel was just visible above 
the table. 

“Paul,” his sister asked him, “how 
do you like America?” 

“America?” he repeated, and, al- 
though he said no more, she knew by 
his quizzical drawl what he meant. 
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“Well, 
place?” 

“Tmmensely !”’ 

“Absurd,” she laughed. ‘You have 
only been here a week, and except for 
ridiculously caddying a couple of times 
for John at the Golf Club, you have not 
been out of the house.” 

“In which case, how could I fail to 
like it?” he said, with mock politeness. 
“You've kept me company! You don't 
seem to be tempted to explore the old 
scenes any more than I do! Perhaps, 
like me, you’re afraid of the shock. You 
know how luxurious I am. If it were 
not for the extremely swell gentleman 
and lady servants, I should feel very 
much at ease.” He had not put down 
his book; he still smoked and appeared 
to be reading what he said from it. “I 
was most amused the other day as I 
stood on the piazza; did John tell you? 
I saw going around the road two very 
attractive-looking girls—they recalled 
the Gibson pictures as’ much as any- 
thing else. They wore, of course, short 
skirts and those bodices that you see 
everywhere. They had a bicycle, each 
of them, and they were walking along, 
their arms around each other’s waists. 
I said to John: ‘By Jove, what a stun- 
ning pair of girls! I should like to 
know them.’ And he said: ‘They are 
living in the same house with you, my 
dear fellow—they are my cook and my 
laundress.” 

Mrs. Bellamy laughed appreciatively. 
“Tell me, Paul, how does America 
strike you?” 

McAllister reluctantly laid his book 
down, crossed his legs and prepared to 
answer. 

“T’ve been out more often than you 
think. I took a turtle view of the 
town; I mean I sauntered up and down 
it and out of it, and it gave me as com- 
plete a sensation as I have had in 
twenty-four years. A befter sensation, 
ma chére, and I am not likely to have 
another.” 

Mrs. Bellamy listened, as she always 
did when her brother gave himself the 
trouble to speak more than one sen- 
tence at a time to any woman with 
whom he was not in love. 


Slocum, then, and the old 


68 AINSLEE'S 


“Tt is all new-born, honorable, pro- 
gressive and decent. Everybody seems 
to have a certain disdain for me. I be- 
lieve it is because, if you will permit me 
to say so, I dress so well.” 

His sister laughed. 

“Not that they do not dress well! 
They do—astoundingly well; but they 
all dress alike, and you cannot tell, as 
in the case of your own servant, a lady 
from her cook, or a butcher boy on a 
holiday from the millionaire’s son, if he 
happens to come through town on foot 
or in a motor. Let’s agree, then, that 
I do look different. ‘The drug-store 
man’—that’s what you call him, isn’t 
-it?-looked at me as if he hated me and 
my clothes when he gave me some cali- 
saya. He thought I was a foreigner; 
they don’t like foreigners. If anything 
could put me on the same footing with 
my country people, this town street did, 
as far as it was able. By the time I got 
to the grocery I had forgotten that I 
had not seen America for thirty years, 
and that I was so different. Nothing 
remained but that country schodl feel- 
ing, that boy feeling. If you ask what 
I mean: There was a barrel of apples 
outside of the grocer’s door. I wanted 
to sneak one! I would have given fifty 
dollars for a glass of cider—for any- 
thing, in short, to keep up the game. I 
went in and asked him if he had such a 
thing as ‘sarsaparilla.’ He had it, and, 
in spite of my ‘difference,’ he pulled his 
cork and I drank the whole glass of that 
stuff. Pah! don’t ask me about it! It 
was all right, I don’t doubt; but when I 
left the corner and started up the hill, 
that wonderful sentimental feeling had 
entirely left me! There was only a 
wretched nausea—a complete sense of 
how far away I had gone from the sim- 
plicity of the whole thing, and I don’t 
say that I congratulated myself. Now, 
will you let me read, Agnes?” 

But Mrs... Bellamy had turned to a 
servant who entered with a card—with 
two cards. “‘Mr. and Mrs. Warren- 
er,’ she read aloud. “Oh, dear me, 
have you let them in?” 

It appeared there was only a lady: 
“Mrs. George Warrener.” 

“Heavens! I suppose that a lot of 


these people will call, and I must be 
more or less civil. Show Mrs. War- 
rener in—there is time to escape for 
you, Paul, by way of the dining room.” 


CHAPTER VI. 


The brightness of the room, the effect 
produced by the brilliant color of the 
decorations, and the atmosphere of liv- 
ableness and charm did not dazzle the 
guest who entered—because she simply 
could not see! Her excitement was 
such that it caused a sort of blindness 
to fall on her, although she had never 
thought herself bashful or shy. 

A lady, younger than herself, rose 
and welcomed her in a soft, quick voice, 
with a difference so marked in speech 
to any Mrs. Warrener had ever heard 
that she thought it was a foreign ac- 
cent. 

“How do you do? This is very good 
of you; won't you sit here? We feel 
very much like strangers, coming back 
to Slocum after so many years. Fanny, 
darling, take your spools and wool and 
go to nurse. There—first say: ‘How 
do you do?’ to Mrs. Warrener.”’ 

Gertrude had a vision of a_ small 
creature with a head like a chrysanthe- 
mum flower and the wide, round eyes 
of achild. The little hand that met her 
glove with frank politeness gave her 
a pretty greeting. Mrs. Warrener was 
obliged to break the hard tension of 
nervous fright that clutched her throat, 
and to speak to her hostess, who, in a 
chair near her, represented a world of 
civilization and education so unlike her 
own that a bird of paradise and a barn- 
yard hen might have had more points 
in common. 

She breathed out: “I used to know 
Mrs. McAllister; she used to go to my 
husband’s uncle’s church.” There was 
no elder lady present, and Mrs. War- 
rener looked for one. 

“Oh, yes,” her hostess answered. “I 
am very sorry my mother is not here. 
She is at Cannes ; she never comes north 
before spring. It is nearly twelve years 
since she’s been in America.” 

“Yes,” Mrs. Warrener was forced to 
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speak. “I guess it was just at the 
time of my wedding. That was eight 
years ago. I remember they said she 
was going to Europe then. She came 
to my wedding; she was at the 
church.” 

Mrs. Bellamy, who keenly, although 
with perfect politeness, was studying 
the village lady before her, .wondered 
very much for what reason her mother 
had attended the Warrener wedding. 

“Slocum must seem -small after 
Rome,” Mrs. Warrener ventured into 
the conversation with more ease. 

Her hostess laughed. “Slocum! 
Why, I haven’t seen it yet, do you 
know! I came at night—we drove up 
from the train in a storm. But’—she 
raised her eyes to the other part of the 
room—‘“my brother can tell you how it 
seems; he has lots of ideas about it! 
My brother, Mr. McAllister — Mrs. 
Warrener.” 

Paul McAllister had returned, to his 
sister’s great surprise. 

“Mrs. Warrener thinks Slocum must 
seem ‘small’ after Rome.” She did not 
italicize the repetition which she care- 
fully made, sure that it would appeal to 
her brother’s humor as it was. 


Mrs. Warrener gracefully, if unnec- 
essarily, rose to the presentation, and 
found her hand in that of the gentle- 
man of the long black overcoat, who 
bowed, meeting her eyes with a smile 
very like one of recognition and friend- 
liness. 

“Slocum is not small to me. I was 
born and brought up here. The place 
one comes from always seems the most 
important in the world. Of course it 
may strike me as small before I get 
through with it, but I have not found 
it so yet.” 

Entirely unable to cope with the con- 
versation, ordinary as it was, car- 
ried on by the quick, soft voices in 
enunciation so new to her that the lan- 
guage seemed scarcely English—Mrs. 
Warrener looked at the speaker with 
less embarrassment because he put her 
at her ease. Dark, brilliant and distin- 
suished, he did not, nevertheless, awe 
her as did Mrs. Bellamy’s beauty and 
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pose. McAllister took a chair and sat 
down directly in front of the guest. 

“T have seen Mrs. Warrener already 
at golf. You were there yesterday? 
Didn’t you give me my ball?” 

“Yes, I just walked up for a little ex- 
ercise. It’s nice playing there in the 
afternoon now, since the snow has 
gone.” 

“T don’t play, myself,” McAllister 
said, “but, as you say, it’s a nice walk.” 

Mrs. Bellamy, after a word or two, 
leaned back in her chair with relief, 
and left to her brother the amenities, 
watching him and the guest. 

After Mrs. Warrener had gone—and 
McAllister had seen her to the door and 
returned with his indolent step—as he 
stopped to light a fresh cigarette, his 
sister said: 

“Well, had you any recollection about 
a village beauty such as your boyhood 
and sarsaparilla memories? And did 
Mrs. Warrener recall it—and is the re- 
sult the same?” 

McAllister turned his handsome, 
careless face to his sister. 

“You think her a stupid little pro- 
vincial, don’t you, Agnes ?” 

“I? Why, I asked you your opin- 
ion.” 

“You don’t deny that you think that.” 

“Her boots are frightful, and her 
hat was appalling.” 

“Oh, come,” laughed her brother; 
“be fair!’ 

Mrs. McAllister gathered up her 
work—a piece of tapestry. 

“You are unable,” she said, with 
some asperity, “to see any landscape 
without a woman in it, even for five 
days.” 

“Tt’s a great compliment that you pay 
your sex. Let my weakness pass. 
Won't you confess that this little village 
nobody has more good looks than we 
have seen in Rome for two winters?” 

“Beauty—Paul!” 

McAllister shrugged: “Decidedly. A 
face like a Greuze, perfect eyebrows 
so perfect as to be almost suspicious; 
that inimitable droop of the eyes and 
the corners of the mouth—at once 
childlike and mature; and her color- 
ing!” 
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“You are always finding the most 
impossible women, and telling me how 
paintable they are. Do you want to 
paint this little bore?” 

“Somebody has painted her, and to 
perfection,” he said, with authority. ‘I 
will show you her likeness in the 
Louvre when we get back.” 

He had thrust his hands in his pock- 
ets and begun to stroll up and down 
the room. As she watched him a shade 
crossed his sister’s face. The worsted 
ball Fanny had let fall her mother 
picked up and turned over in her hands. 

“As you sat and talked to the poor 
little woman I watched you; she was 
fascinated by you—no, really! Her en- 
tire expression altered! She has never 
seen anyone like you before.” (“That’s 
what the drug-store man _ thought,” 
murmured McAllister.) ‘And I hope 
she won't take to frequenting the Golf 
Club and other local festive places 
where she can see you.” 

“Thanks, Agnes.” 

McAllister laughed, and, taking from 
her hands the red worsted ball, idly 
unwound it. 

“Don’t be foolish! If we are here for 
any purpose under heaven, let’s amuse 
ourselves and some of these people, too! 
I don’t intend to shut myself up like 
Noah in the ark, with only the passen- 
gers I took on board at Rome. Let’s 
have Mrs. Warrener to lunch; she’s a 
nice little creature; she’s immured in 
this hole, and she’s probably bored to 
death.” 

“Tf she is immured,” murmured Mrs. 
Bellamy, “don’t let’s bring her out.” 

McAllister had almost unwound the 
ball as he talked, and what was left of 
it rolled down under the table. 

Here Bellamy came in, and McAllis- 
ter took his indolent self away. ‘What 
have you been doing?” Mr. Bellamy 
asked his wife. She gathered up the 
worsted and said, impatiently: “I’ve 
been talking to my idle and destructive 
brother.” 


CHAPTER VII. 


It was six by the time Mrs. Warrener 
reached her own door. The aspect of 
Grand Street had changed. In the early 


twilight of the November afternoon the 
wooden houses bordering her street 
stood out clear-cut and fearlessly ugly. 
All the Felter children were playing in 
the yard, their piercing screams over 
their games of pleasure welcomed her 
ears. The little things, with red tam- 
o’-shanters on their heads, tore about 
hither and thither, calling in loud, pene- 
trating voices. 

Fanny Bellamy had said, “How do 
you do, Mrs. Wawenner,” in a voice 
like an angel bird’s. As Gertrude went 
up her steps she saw the Slocum Daily 
on the mat. Usually she seized upon 
the paper eagerly, but to-night she did 
not even lift it from the stoop. 

In answer to the bell, the maid-of-all- 
work, Eliza, ran to the door. It was 
washday, and she exuded soapsuds. 
In her uncombed and dusty hair, little 
flakes of soapsuds still clung; she wore 
a gingham apron, with which she wiped 
her steaming face as she let her mis- 
tress in. For the first time Mrs. War- 
rener saw Eliza with eyes from which 
the scales of custom had fallen, and the 
cordial smile extended by one maid’s 
mistress who is conscious that she is 
just so little better because she has as 
much to spend a week as the maid has 
a month, did not this evening light the 
lady’s face. 

“Eliza, never go to the door again 
without a white apron.” 

The woman stared blankly, and her 
silent astonishment further aggravated 
the mistress. 

“And fix your hair,” she said, severe- 
ly, ‘and keep the kitchen door shut.” 

Dinner smells which for years unre- 
marked had greeted Mrs. Warrener’s 
nostrils, odors of kitchen and soapsuds, 
sickened her to-night; but before she 
could turn to go upstairs her attention 
was forcibly called to account by Eliza, 
who, with arms akimbo, cried to her: 

“Tf you ain’t satisfied with me, Mrs. 
Warrener, you can get another girl. 
I ain’t no common, ordinary servant to 
be spoke to like that.” 

Mrs. Warrener turned about at the 
lower stair. “‘What are you, then?” 
she asked, sharply. 

The woman drew a breath of rage. 





























“What am I?” she shrieked. “Why, 
I'm help, that’s what I am! And I’ve 
got better clothes than you have up- 
stairs.” 

“You can go and put them on,” her 
mistress said, “and get another place.” 

Too excited to realize what the pre- 
dicament of being without a servant 
meant in a suburban town, Gertrude did 
nothing to propitiate, and Eliza left. 

From the opposite windows the 
neighbors watched the departure with 
astonishment and much interest, for 
Eliza had been with the Warreners 
eight years. Her red face shone under 
her feathered hat at the hack window, 
and her eyes, when flaming passion was 
subdued, were full of tears. 

As Gertrude, indifferently, and with- 
out a word of good-by, paid her her 
money, Eliza sniffled: ‘I'd of liked to 
say good-by to Mr. Warrener—j/e's a 
gentleman.” 

When he came in finally to a dinner 
kept hot on the stove for him, and 
served by his wife, she informed him: 

“T’ve sent Eliza away.” He was 
stupefied, and could not believe his ears. 

“Good gracious! What for?” 

“She was impertinent.” 

Too amazed to speak, he ate his soup 
in silence; saying at length, sympa- 
thetically: “You'll have to go up to 
town to-morrow and get somebody.” 

“T guess I will.” 

“I’m sorry for you, Gerty. It will 
be work for you, and it’s no easy job 
to get servants for the country, espe- 
cially general houseworkers.” 

“That’s just it,” she agreed, medi- 
tatively. But the idea of going to town 
was an excitement to her for the first 
time, and she had a scheme already in 
her mind. If she could find them she 
would get a cook and laundress and 
an upstairs girl. She would economize 
somehow or other, and she guessed 
George wouldn’t mind. 


CHAPTER VIII. 


The stagnant pool of Slocum was 
very considerably stirred by New York 
during the days when Mrs. Warrener 
was obliged to go in and out to look 
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for her servants. For she had decided 
that Eliza should be replaced by two 
maids, one of whom should be dressed 
in apren and caps such as those worn 
by the trim person of whom she had 
caught a glimpse as she waited in Mrs. 
3ellamy’s drawing room. 

Wher her husband came home one 
night, Gertrude was waiting for him in 
the window. She had had a hard day. 
Timid and abashed before the new and 
autocratic ladies for whom she felt no 
room in the house was good enough, 
she had vacillated on the verge oi tem- 
per and tears. One of her characteris- 
tics was the complete control of her 
features and a passive exterior which 
hitherto no excitements had disturbed. 

“George’—she drew her husband 
into the parlor—‘“I’ve got two girls.” 
She put her hand on the lapel of the 
overcoat he had as yet not taken off. 

“Two girls!” he echoed. 

She was flushed and pretty—very 
pretty. He vaguely thought she was 
dressed up more than usual. 

“I’m tired out!” she exclaimed. 
“Those intelligence offices are enough 
to wear you to death. I got two be- 
cause—the work here is too much for 
any one girl.” 

George looked around the micro- 
scopic room, and mentally saw, as well, 
the microscopic second floor. 

“Eliza got through all right.” 

Mrs. Warrener exclaimed: ‘Don’t 
talk to me of Eliza. She wasn’t fit to 
be seen.” 

With the hope that the two servants 
together might not cost as much as one, 
he asked: 

“What’s their wages?” 

She hesitated. 

“Why, I’d rather make it up some 
way—on a dress or a hat. They’re 
high. One twenty and the other twenty- 
five a month.” 

“Gee whizz!” Warrener staggered 
back. ‘Why,’ he gasped, “you're 
crazy, Gert!” 

Her hand fell back from the lapel 
of his coat. Tears of vexation and fa- 
tigue sprang to her eyes. 

“Hush! She’s there, in the dining 
room—she'll hear you. I’m not crazy, 
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I’m sick of living like a tenement 
house.” 

The master was prevented from 
saying anything further by the en- 
trance of a pert-faced girl in cap and 
apron, who said briskly: 

“Dinner’s served.” 

Standing there in Eliza’s place be- 
tween the cheap portiéres, she repre- 
sented a convulsion in the clerk’s house- 
hold. He had never been thus invited 
to a meal in his own house before. He 
got off his coat and followed his wife 
in to dinner. 

The little, cozy room possessed for 
the first time an element of unrest. In 
eight years it had not altered so much 
as this, At first Gertrude, with a wash- 
erwoman, did her own work; then 
Eliza came blithely and good-humored- 
ly on the scene. She had grown to be 
like a friend. Warrener liked her. In 
her oven, which she had at length tri- 
umphantly overcome, she baked him 
certain favorite little breads much to 
his taste. She ironed his collars and 
shirts “just right.” He could say to 
her: 

“Look here, Eliza, just run down 
to Pearce’s and get me a couple of 
cigars.” He could never order this 
bustling individual in cap and gown in 
this manner. “A tenement!” The 
word touched his contented pride in his 
little household; already the golden 
sunlight was beginning to slip from 
the wall. Change and progression 
were following the tired man close on 
his heels to his very door. ‘ 

A fortnight went by after her call 
at the house on the hill before the 
event reverently hoped for by George 
Warrener’s wife transpired. 

Mrs. Bellamy in her French auto- 
mobile drove up Grand Street and 
called on Mrs. Warrener. 

Gertrude was out, and when she 
came home and found the bit of paste- 
board lying on the hatstand and real- 
ized that Mrs. Bellamy had been—and 
had gone!—a feeling of desolation 


swept over her such as might attack a 
lonely occupant of a desert island on 
rushing to his island’s edge to see a ship 
slip over the horizon. 


The disappointed woman could think 
of nothing to follow this occurrence, no 
future after it. She felt deserted and 
very miserable. 

The waitress who answered the bell 
her mistress rang appeared now to be 
superfluous —the extravagance this 
splurge represented occurred to Ger- 
trude for the first time. What was the 
good of the servants after Mrs. Bellamy 
had been and gone! Since Mrs. Bel- 
lamy would never come again, Eliza 
might just as well be there with her 
blowzy hair, her blue apron and her 
kind, smiling face. Gertrude felt a 
homesickness for her as excitement died 
out of her limited sky. 

Katy’s manner was less flaunting and 
insolent than usual. Mrs. Bellamy in 
her handsome clothes and the automo- 
bile had impressed her. 

“When did the lady come?” 

“About half an hour ago.” 

“Was there anyone else?” 

Mrs. Warrener would not let herself 
think just who there might have been. 

“There was only a little girl in the 
motor car.” 

“She didn’t leave any message?” 

“No, ma’am.” 

Well, it was all over, and she might 
as well make the best of it. She had 
got on all right enough before the Bel- 
lamys came; she guessed she could live 
without them, anyhow. She would keep 
the girls till George’s summer vacation, 
and then they could get another place. 
That this provision would leave them 
stranded in a bad season did not dis- 
turb her. 

She “just couldn’t” go upstairs to in- 
dolently sit down and contemplate at 
once the stupid days to be! There were 
George’s socks to mend, but she turned 
about where she stood, gratefully re- 
membering that there was also the 
meeting of a card club of which she 
was a member. It would at least keep 
her doing something, and she went out 
again and started toward Mrs. Turn- 
bull’s. 

Her feet were clad in shoes then in 
vogue, with thick, projecting soles and 
stubby ends. As her foot was ridicu- 
lously small, it looked less like a man’s 
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—which masculinity it seems this heavy 
gear is intended to simulate—than like 
a sturdy little boy’s. Her short-length 
skirt showed a slender ankle in coarse 
black stockings, the skirt itself falling 
smoothly on her rounded hips; her coat 
lay smoothly across a flat back and 
shoulders, the small, supple waist was 
held in by a leather belt. Her collar, 
neither stiff enough nor high enough 
to be “smart,” was low enough to leave 
visible the back of her neck and the 
close growth of her hair. Men have 
been known more than once to follow 
a woman for the charm of the nape of 
her neck; that soft, pretty turn, the 
lovely part of the form where the head 
with more or less beauty—according to 
type—joins the shoulder and body. 

Before Mrs. Warrener was within 
two blocks of her destination, she heard 
some one walking fast behind her, and 
not unnaturally turned to see who fol- 
lowed her with a step so decided in the 
lonely street. 

It was Mr. McAllister. 

The unexpectedness of this appear- 
ance on the afternoon when she had 
given up the idea of coming in contact 
with his like and circle again—the fact 
of meeting him in the open street, 
where there was no one but himself to 
critically observe her manner—gave her 
a shock of pleasure. She stammered: 
“How do you do?” and held out her 
hand to him with the gaucherie of a 
child. 

“What a dreadfully fast walker you 
are!” McAllister was out of breath. 
“And it’s not the first time I’ve noticed 
it. You don’t know how I ran down 
the hill behind you that night at the 
Golf Club.” 

He had never spoken to such a pain- 
ful blush before, as surprise and flat- 
tered pleasure deepened in the woman’s 
cheeks. 

“It’s a splendid speed,” he approved, 
“and it’s given you a most glorious 
color.” 

As he walked along by her side she 
managed to say: 

“Your sister called to day, and I was 
out.” 

“That’s too bad!” he exclaimed heart- 
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ily. “She will be so sorry. She wanted 
to take you out in the automobile—I 
lent it for the purpose. Where are you 
going, and at such a pace—may I 
know ?” 

“I’m going to a card party at Mrs. 
Turnbull’s—it’s right here.” 

Her companion showed plainly his 
disappointment. “I thought you were 
out for a good walk, and that perhaps 
I might join you.” 

More sorry than he, and thoroughly 
regretting having told her stupid er- 
rand, she slowed her pace. 

“Can’t I come in with you—and play 
as well?” 

She smiled nervously. “Oh, no, there 
are only ladies in the club.” 

“Only!” he repeated. “What better 
could one want? But I should prefer 
it in the singular. Can’t you seriously 
take me in under your protection and 
introduce me? What do you play? 
3ridge? I can play bridge. It would 
amuse me hugely.” He saw that she 
did not understand his use of the word 
and changed it. “Entertain me—do, 
please.” 

Mrs. Warrener had not much imag- 
ination, but she could imagine the faces 
of Mrs. Turnbull and her fellow club 
members at the sight of Mr. McAllister 
and herself together under any cir- 
cumstances. He looked so tall—so 
laughing and at ease—his attitude as if 
he had known her all his life bewildered 
her; her embarrassment was not yet 
relieved, although her pleasure was 
growing. 

“Oh, no, I couldn’t, Mr. McAllis- 
ter.” 

“Do you like cards?” he demanded, 
with abrupt change of topic. 

“Not much; I don’t play well.” 

“I hate them, personally,” he ad- 
mitted. “Why, then, do you go?” 

As she made him wait for an answer 
he urged: “It’s a crime to sacrifice this 
afternoon in a hot, stuffy room before 
a lot of painted pasteboards. I don’t 
believe they expect you—do they ?” 

“Well, I don’t believe they do. i don’t 
often go. I just pay fines all the time.” 

“Pay one this once, won’t you? Is 
this the house? Why, it’s a box, noth- 
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ing more. Don’t go and be shut up in 
it!” 

Gertrude thought with a pang that 
Mrs. Turnbull’s was twice as large as 
her own house—she had envied her. 

“Don’t you want to show me one of 
the walks around here? There must 
be lots of nice tramps. It will do you 
good.” 

She had never been spoken to in her 
life like this before. Strange as it may 
seem, it is, nevertheless, true that she 
had never exchanged half a dozen words 
with any man but her husband in her life 
—that is, any man save the tradespeo- 
ple, whom she always talked to as long 
as she could. She had once acknowl- 
edged to herself: ‘I guess I like men 
better than women—I’d rather talk to 
the grocer than to any of the stupid 
Slocum women. It’s common of me, 
but it’s true.” 

McAllister’s voice was like a cradle 
—she seemed to rock in it. 

“He’s perfectly elegant,” she said to 
herself; ‘so handsome and polite.” 

She would have- suffocated at the 
Turnbulls’; the same atmosphere that 
had latterly pervaded all of her own 
surroundings began to surround the 
unoffending little house whose porch 
and front gate were reached. 

She nerved herself to look up at Mr. 
McAllister, and with some assurance 
met his smiling eyes. 

“T’ll go along a little further; there’s 
a pretty walk over along the old Lacka- 
wanna Station.” 








CHAPTER IX. 


When she turned into Grand Street 
at nearly six o'clock she scarcely knew 
whether it was her own gate through 
which she passed or whether the house 
was in its right place or had vanished 
with the old associations; whether she 
walked up the wooden steps to a famil- 
iar door or floated on air to the portal 
of a castle in Spain. 

Warrener had telephoned that he 
would not be home before midnight ; 
she received the message with relief, al- 
though the name sounded with as much 


indifference to her as though she heard 
it for the first time that night. 

She sat musing over her dinner, ate 
a little of it, left the table as soon as 
she could, and _ restlessly wandered 
through the rooms from one to the 
other, then upstairs to the “den,” where 
in the dark she threw herself full length 
on George’s hard leather lounge. 

The walk of several miles must have 
caused these excited feelings, this glow ; 
but she was conscious as well of a kind 
of suffering agitation. She had walked 
many miles in her life with no such ex- 
hilaration as this. 

To natures such as hers, by tempera- 
ment sluggish, an awakening is danger- 
ous, and means revolution. She never 
had thought of love—that is, in con- 
nection with herself or anyone she 
knew. The idea that a married woman, 
a nice one—of course there were bad 
ones—could care for another man had 
never occurred to her. The word “love’”’ 
she had never heard mentioned that she 
could recall. Men like Warrener do not 
talk of love; they avoid the word and 
its chaotic consequences. She had 
never said “‘I love you” in her life. Her 
wooing had consisted of a timid kiss or 
two, a decorous marriage into whose 
ceremony the word “love” had slipped 
unobserved, close to “honor” and 
“obey.” “Love,” in that sentence, meant 
that she sulmitted always with a sort of 
shame and humiliation to be a wife; 
“honor,” that neither of them would do 
anything criminal, of course — how 
should they? “Obey,” that she would 
keep house for George. These, had 
she been capable of pigeonholing her 
ideas, were the grooves into which she 
would have slipped her conceptions of 
wedded life. 

It is not strange that a woman with 
a hostility to the laws of whose mysteri- 
ous passion she knows nothing should 
refuse to linger in her thoughts on love 
when it is so mentally surrounded. 
Love stories she rarely read; she 
thought them silly and little less than 
sane. She couldn’t understand them— 
once or twice they had given her un- 
happy, lonely feelings, and she had not 
sought their pages again. 
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On the sofa, in the dark, after the 
first dazzling force of the feeling which 
suffused her and which she did not un- 
derstand, she thought of her clothes! 
She wished she had worn another dress, 
her new beige and a pair of new boots. 
As she had nothing but Mrs. Bellamy’s 
afternoon dress with which to compare 
her wardrobe, she could not construct 
in her mind any new costume fitting to 
such an occasion. Her coquetry had 
not before been aroused. George did 
not care what she wore. ‘You're all 
right in anything,” she could hear him 
say. 

No, she didn’t believe she was all 
right. Mr. McAllister was, though 
How elegantly he was dressed! His 
suit, his cravat, his hat and cane and 
gloves! She was astonished at the 
vividness with which his image came to 


her. He seemed to stand there smiling 
at her. It made her uneasy to think of 


him so clearly. George dressed nicer 
than most men, she had thought, but 
beside Mr. McAllister—why, he looked 
—he looked common! The word was 
growing to be very useful to her. 
After a little the effect of the open air 
and the excitement overcame her re- 
flections. She grew drowsy and fell 
into a light sleep. Her subjective self, 
more keen and sensitive than her ob- 
jective, was released, and she dreamed, 
for a rare thing, dream after dream. 
Strange, unrestful visions. Mr. Mc- 
Allister was wound in and out of them, 
tangled in their maze. She was try- 
ing to run away from him. He was 
beside her, and she was trying to push 


him away. Out of the indistinct and 
broken figures of sleep he became clearly 
defined—he put his arm about her and 
kissed her. As Gertrude felt the un- 
wonted and confusing touch on her lips 
—the confusion of her senses—she 
sprang up with acry. There was some 
one in the room. 

“Don’t be scared, Gerty; it’s only 
me.” 

“Oh!” she shuddered. 
frightened me, George! 
do it for?” 

He turned up the light. 

“Why, I couldn’t find you in our 
room or the spare room, so I came in 
here. Fell asleep waiting for me, did 
you?” 

He stood there, tired and grimy, his 
hair mussed, his collar lacking its fresh- 
ness. 

“Well, you frightened me like any- 
thing,’ she said, petulantly. “What 
did you do? Did you shake me?” 

“No, I didn’t—I kissed you.” 

She got up without reply and went 
past him into the spare room. 

Warrener said nothing until his prep- 
arations for the night were made, then 
calling out: “Aren’t you coming to bed, 
Gertrude?” he went to the spare-room 
door. It was locked. 

Used to little petulant exhibitions of 
temper whose pricks he had felt with 
no serious wound, tired, out and ren- 
dered indifferent by the unremitting 
brain and nerve tension of his life, War- 
rener yielded passively, and, going into 
the other room with a sigh of fatigue, 
sought his deserted bed. 


“How you 
What did you 


TO BE CONTINUED. 
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N trails of fire across the land 
October flings with lavish hand 
The glowing bittersweet. 


With gems and gold the trees are brave, 
While spices that the East might crave 
Float up beneath my feet. 


RosALIE ARTHUR. 
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Sr HE Dancing Assem- 
Tai} blies of Philadelphia 
and the St. Cecilia 
Society of Charleston, 
South Carolina, are 
the two oldest sub- 
wT i scription balls in the 
world. Their invita- 
tions for this winter mark three cen- 
turies in which the elect of the Quaker 
and the Huguenot cities have been in- 
vited to dance and to pay the fiddler. 

The South Carolinians contend that 
their famous dance is older than the 
Philadelphia one. Both began in the 
middle of the eighteenth century, and 
the invitations went out through the 
rest of the century, the whole of the 
nineteenth, and through a half decade 
of the twentieth century. 

The exact date of the first St. Cecilia 
is not quite authenticated, because the 
great fire which swept over Charleston 
in 1865 destroyed St. Andrew’s Hall, 
where the records of this dance were 
kept. The flames also melted the mag- 
nificent silver that had belonged to the 
society for over a. hundred years. 

The date of the first Dancing Assem- 
bly of Philadelphia is precisely fixed as 
1749. 

It is remarkable that two such ex- 
clusive and elective balls, bound by 
such rigid rules, and so opposed to new 
members, should exist so long in the 
whirling change of American life. 

In Europe limited subscription balls 
have not continued. Almach’s in Lon- 
don was the most famous, but it was 
swept out of existence by the rising tide 
of wealth and new people. 
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The Patriarchs’ of New York, while 
being governed by the same rules, and 
of the same character as these two ex- 
isting balls, was not of great age, and 
was abandoned years ago without a 
murmur by a society that had outgrown 
anything so provincial as the subscrip- 
tion ball. 

The St. Cecilia Society has continued 
its dances since the beginning, but the 
Philadelphia Assemblies were discon- 
tinued through the Civil War. 

Many have prophesied the dissolu- 
tion of both societies, but no one has 
seriously considered it. That these two 
balls continue to exist under the pres- 
ent status of society, with its moneyed 
kings buying admission everywhere, is 
a curious and contradictory phase of 
American life. 

The fact that it is as difficult to enter 
each of them now as it was in the latter 
half of the eighteenth century is never 
comprehended by the newly rich or by 
the other millions of Americans who 
have not come in contact with the aris- 
tocratic exclusiveness of these two so- 
cial institutions. 

The St. Cecilia is more exclusive 
than the Assemblies fér the reason that 
Charleston has had her social lines ar- 
ranged since the first century of her 
existence. Wealth, power, genius, am- 
bition, in a great horde are not knock- 
ing at the doors of that ultra-refined 
Carolina city for admission; but in a 
great city like Philadelphia unknown 


men become captains of industry over- ~ 


night, and their wives wail for admis- 
sion into the most fashionable function. 
Tales that are told in broad social 
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centers like New York, London and 
Berlin, of the exclusiveness of these 
two dances, are laughed at as the ex- 
aggerations of those with a gift greater 
for narrative than for fact. 

In Charleston, when the St. Cecilia 
was begun, many years before the 
Revolution, the first subscription list 
almost settled the question of admis- 
sion for the following centuries. On it 
were names more powerful in the seats 
of the nation’s mighty then than now. 

Many were of Huguenot origin, oth- 
ers of the first English blood. Among 
the managers were signers of the Dec- 
laration of Independence, and names 
which, still govern the social register 
of to-day in Carolina, such as Ravenel, 
Prioleau, Pringle, Drayton, Rhett, 
Huger, Middleton, Fraser, Legare, 
Porcher, Miles, Calhoun and Pinckney. 

These are not even a quarter of the 
names that before and after the Revo- 
lution were an open sesame to Ameri- 
can and European society. 

As near as possible, the sixteen man- 
agers of the St. Cecilia have borne the 
same name as the original managers. 
When one died, another of the same 
name was put in his place, if he could 
be found in the United States. No in- 
novation has been permitted in the man- 
agement regarding admission, rules or 
customs of this delightful ball since its 
inception. 

The person who is not on the list of 
the St. Cecilia is not “in society” in 
Charleston, and the rest of America ac- 
cepts this judgment of the arbiters as 
regards Carolinians. 

The aristocracy of the most exclusive 
city in America is on that list. By 
strangers, it is said to be the best man- 
aged ball in America. Everything 
moves like clockwork, because nothing 
is theoretical, nothing is experimental. 
It was arranged in the early days of 
elegance, when manners were supreme. 

No one tries to break the rules, which 
are unique. Possibly the most pe- 
culiar one is the refusal of the mana- 
gers to allow women to sit outside the 
ballroom with men. Stairway flirta- 
tions, cozy-corner téte-d-tétes, are sim- 
ply not allowed. The rest of the civi- 
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lized world may consider these elegant, 
the St. Cecilia does not. From this 
verdict there is no appeal. 

One woman, known throughout 
American society as one of the poten- 
tial leaders of the smart Newport set, 
thought herself above the traditions of 
the Carolina ball. She was a guest at 
this dance when in Charleston, and be- 
gan the evening by sitting out dances in 
secluded corners outside the ballroom. 
Comment ran rife. The sixteen mana- 
gers consulted together. The president, 
a man of great manner and unfailing 
elegance, took upon himself the duty to 
correct the New York woman. 

Finding her in a secluded corner, as 
usual, he kindly informed her of the 
comment she brought upon herself by 
breaking the best-known rule of the 
society. She was inclined to be ungra- 
cious about it, and intimated that the 
managers were old fogies, and that any 
ball with such a tradition would be un- 
bearable. 

“It is done in London and New 
York,” she defiantly said. 

“But not in Charleston, madam,” an- 
swered the president, as he offered her 
his arm, which he never removed until 
she took it. He then led her back to the 
ballroom and offered her a chair. 

The St. Cecilia gives three balls each 
winter, and the men subscribers pay 
the expenses. It would be impossible 
to make them understand or approve 
of the method of the Philadelphia As- 
semblies, which charge women sub- 
scribers the full price of the ticket. In 
Charleston this would be considered not 
only ungallant, but, frankly, an exhi- 
bition of inferior breeding. 

It is unlike a Southern ball in the 
fact that the young women arrive, en- 
ter the ballroom and return home with 
chaperons. No other method is con- 
sidered among society people in North- 
ern cities, where girls are not allowed 
to go alone with men to any place 
of entertainment, but in Southern cities 
this rule is transgressed with the full 
approval of society. 

The reason for this is easily ex- 
plained. Southern cities are small, and 
the aristocratic community really goes 
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together to any social function, and 
there is no reason for surrounding a 
young girl with the conventions neces- 
sary in a city of millions of people and 
miles of crowded streets. 

3efore each dance the orchestra gives 
the signal for every girl to return to 
her chaperon. She cannot leave the 
man with whom she is talking to join 
the man to whom she is promised the 
next dance. This partner must go to 
her chaperon and await her return. 

It is there he must claim the en- 
gagement. This is not optional. It is 
imperative. It would be considered 
the greatest breach of good behavior 
not to do it. In truth, no one thinks 
of its being unique, or of not doing it 
instinctively, because it is a tradition 
that has governed the dance since be- 
fore the Revolution. 

Surely there is not a man in the 
world who does not see its advantages. 
It prevents the possibility of being cor- 
nered with a girl through two or three 
dances, or being compelled to find her 
a partner in order to free himself to 
dance with some one else. In the slang 
of the day, it saves the man from being 
“stuck.” 

The instant the orchestra begins this 
preliminary canter to the dance, every 
couple rises, and each girl expects her 
escort to leave her the moment she 
reaches her chaperon. For him to re- 
main would be an exhibition of social 
awkwardness. A man can make as 
many engagements on one girl’s card 
as she wilt let him, but they must not 
follow each other. 

Dozens of men have sighed for this 
rule at other balls, but so far the St. 
Cecilia is the only one that had the 
courage to start it and the conviction 
to retain it. 

Chaperons sit around the dancing 
floor on a slight platform on which are 
comfortable chairs. As all the girls re- 
turn before each dance—not after it, 
mind you—the women rise to receive 
them. 

The voung women make supper en- 
gagements for the balls as the North- 
ern girls do. 

The president always leads the march 


to supper with the newest bride. Sup- 
per is served promptly at midnight, and 
the ball opens at the early hour of nine 
o'clock. The men arrive earlier, for the 
social conditions are such in the South 
that there are more men than women, 
and if they indulge in the foolish East- 
ern habit of arriving just before 
midnight, they haven’t a chance of find- 
ing a single partner through the even- 
ing. 

The society owns its present napery 
and silver, which it bought with the first 
ready money that came in after the des- 
perate financial straits of the terrible re- 
construction. 

It is as handsome as their splendid 
plate of antebellum days, which was de- 
stroyed by fire. 

Both silver and napery bear the mon- 
ogram of the society, and the linen was 
especially woven in Ireland. This gives 
the table an aristocratic air impossible 
when supper and silver are left to ca- 
terers. 

The cook who prepares the supper is 
a gingerbread-colored genius. His cook- 
ing of wild duck still brings water to 
the mouths of those who have been 
asked to the feast. 

The stranger might notice that the 
managers and a few older men are ab- 
sent for some time after the guests have 
returned from supper to the ballroom 
for the two round dances. If they in- 
vestigated they would find that the 
chosen few were regaling themselves 
with supper made up of even more epi- 
curean dishes and rarer wines than the 
many had enjoyed. 

This is the time for the colored cook 
to prove what he can do. Many a 
bonne bouche is served that goes into 
gastronomic history. 

The most exciting moment of the 
supper room is the scramble of the men 
for a sugar figure which is placed on 
the top of a huge fancy structure of 
spun sugar. Each man tries to se- 
cure this souvenir for his partner. 

No matter how large the list of the 
St. Cecilia has grown, the invitations 
always have been delivered by hand. 
This custom is a tradition that has 
come down since the days before a mail 
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service was ever thought of. As all 
other traditions were kept up, so was 
this. 

Edmund is the name of the darky who 
possibly for half a century has deliv- 
ered these invitations from door to door. 
He has been almost as important as the 
St. Cecilia. He is a social register for 
Charleston “quality.” He is as proud 
of his descent, his position and his so- 
cial superiority as though his ancestors 
had landed in the bay under the sturdy 
Lion of St. George or the Flying Fleur- 
de-Lys in the seventeenth century. 

The society has never permitted the 
german to be danced at this ball, al- 
though it was introduced in other 
Southern cities several years before the 
Civil War. This is a prejudice well 
known to the Charlestonian, and igno- 
rance of it once tripped up a social aspi- 
rant who talked too much. 

A certain man of wealth made many 
an inducement for those in and out of 
power to have him invited as a guest to 
one of these balls while he was an usher 
at a fashionable wedding in Charleston. 
He did not succeed, but that did not 
prevent his talking glibly in his own 
city of the charm and defects of the St. 
Cecilia as though he had been there. A 
Charleston girl visiting in that city 
stood his criticism of her beloved St. 
Cecilia until he spoke of the cotillon. 

“Strange,” she interrupted, “that you 
should have danced a german there. No 
set of managers has allowed this in one 
hundred and sixty years.” 

During the hardships of the Civil 
War and privations of the reconstruc- 
tion the men abandoned dress suits for 
these dances. They wore what they 
could find. Purple and fine linen had 
disappeared, and if the men who hadn’t 
patched gray uniforms could get whole 
suits of unbleached Macon Mills cloth, 
with buttons of gourd seeds in some 
cases, they were gay about it. 

They danced as eagerly as they 
fought, and tripped the measures of the 
quadrille as cheerily as they charged 
under the stimulus of the rebel yell. 

They carried their swords at their 
sides and their hearts on their sleeves, 
and as willingly offered their sentiments 
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to the prettiest girl as they did their 
bodies to Federal bullets. 

A part of the rare charm of the St. 
Cecilia dances lies in the presence of 
the grandmothers and grandfathers of 
the young set. Delightful old people 
are present who do not attend other en- 
tertainments. What would the St. Ce- 
cilians do without Mr. Smith? “Tur- 
key-tail Smith,” as he has been ealled 
for decades; a nickname to which he 
does not object. Genial and kindly, he 
is a part of the atmosphere, always fan- 
ning himself and his partner with a tur- 
key-tail fan. 

Many a lovely bride treasures his gift 
of such a fan. Sad, sad the ignorance 
of the East and West where the people 
know not what love and laughter, what 
limpid eyes and charming mouths, are 
suggested by the turkey-tail fan of 
Dixie. 

It is natural that around the Phila- 
delphia Assemblies there should have 
gathered an atmosphere of anecdote. 
Its exclusiveness is so well known that 
it is an honor for the man of millions to 
belong to it, and his efforts, vain or suc- 
cessful, to enter this social sanctuary, 
have given the elect many a happy mo- 
ment. 

When the demure little group of 
worldlings gathered together at Hamil- 
ton’s Wharf to dance, they had no idea 
of the sorrow, the heartaches, the Ti- 
tanic struggles, they were bequeathing 
to posterity. 

In 1749 a few married men and few- 
er unmarried beaux subscribed forty 
shillings apiece for a series of dances 
to take place every Thursday night dur- 
ing the winter. In those early days the 
men paid all the expenses, andeach sub- 
scriber had the privilege of taking some 
lady to each dance. Charming belles 
of the day went down to the wharf on 
the Delaware River on horseback, with 
riding habits over evening gowns. 

The dancing began promptly at six 
o’clock and ended at eleven. The in- 
vitations were printed on the backs of 
playing cards, as these were the com- 
monest bits of pasteboard in the Colo- 
nies. With the first Assembly distinct 
social lines were drawn, but, of course, 
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nothing could equal or compare with 
the rigid rules that have governed the 
Assemblies for the last century, which, 
if they were not taken so seriously, 
night be absurd. 

In those days no mechanic or trades- 
man of any line of work was allowed to 
be a subscriber; and no young man was 
allowed to bring a young lady out of 
the prescribed set. 

After the Revolution an exceedingly 
keen social blow was given these ex- 
clusive little dances by President 
George Washington. 

The Virginian, whose blood was of 
the finest in the land, was invited to 
dance at this Assembly on the same 
night that he was also invited to a 
dance given by the tradespeople. He 
chose the latter, and led the minuet with 
one of its prettiest young women. 

A premium was put upon prompt- 
ness in these old days by the managers, 
who gave to the women arriving first 
the distinction of dancing in the open- 
ing set. Those who came afterward 
were put in the second set, and so on. 

They had another plan of letting 
the women draw numbers and dance 
in the sets which corresponded to the 
number they held. This was an un- 
happy way to manage a ball. Histori- 
ans of the city life tell us that both of 
these customs were broken up through 
the rebellion of lovely young Polly 
Riche, who, with the man of her choice, 
insisted on dancing in any set she 
pleased. 

The managers protested, but the 
young men sided with her, and the re- 
sult was that the Assembly took on 
more freedom and, therefore, more 
pleasure. 

These little dances had their serious 
troubles even then. The Quakers had 
nothing to do with them, of course, but 
did not make any serious comment upon 
them. Presbyterians loudly  disap- 
proved, but the Episcopalians, even the 
clergy, lent not only tolerance, but cor- 
dial indorsement. 

The tiny list of subscribers has 
reached nearly a thousand in the twen- 
tieth century. Instead of the little 
room lit by wax candles on the Del- 


aware River, and possibly filled with 
the fruity and salty odors from mer- 
chants’ ships, the dancers now gather 
in the gorgeous salons of the great new 
Bellevue Stratford Hotel. Instead of 
a few fiddlers, there is one of the great- 
est dancing orchestras in America. In- 
stead of beginning at six o’clock and 
ending at midnight, the ball begins at 
twelve o'clock and ends at dawn. 

It may be of interest to those who 
care for the cakes and ale to read the 
comparison between the “refreshments” 
served then and now. 

In 1749 and throughout the next 
decade the supper consisted of nine 
shillings’ worth of milk biscuit and five 
gallons of rum, added to two hundred 
limes for a punch. And, mind you, 
this punch was served to only a few 
people. 

The supper served this last winter 
was as follows: 


CHAUD 
Bonne Bouche Assembly 
Gumbo Passe 
Terrapin 
Poulet de Grain Supérieur 
Pommes de Terre Nouvelles Rissoles 
Jambon de Virginie 





FROID 
Chaufroix de Grouse 
Cceur de Laitue 
Filet de Boeuf 
Salade de Chapon 





Pudding Montrose 


Croquants Marrons Glacé 


Bonbons 


Café 


Instead of forty shillings for eighteen 
dances, each subscriber now pays ten 
dollars for two. These two balls are 
given after New Year’s and before 
Lent, and because of their exclusive- 
ness, remain the most unique function 
in Philadelphia life. 

Old families who take admission into 
the Assemblies as a matter of course 
will tell you how stupid they are, how 
tiresome, how foolish the rules of ad- 
mission are, and that really everybody 
can get in now; but you would almost 
have to take their own invitations away 
over their dead bodies. 
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As in Charleston, one sees at these 
balls men and women who rarely put 
on evening clothes except for these af- 
fairs. It is a witticism attributed to 
the dashing captain of the First City 
Troop of Philadelphia that when asked 
why he didn’t like the Assemblies, he 
responded: “I never could stand the 
smell of camphor and tar balls.” 

If the rules were always consistent- 
ly kept, there would not be such a 
happy fund of anecdote around the As- 
semblies. The five managers, who are 
called “czars” by the irreverent, do their 
best through the decades to use judg- 
ment and consistency for the admis- 
sion of new members, but it is also 
true that some “queer” people have 
been admitted and that some of the 
most delightful, with pedigrees as old 
as the hills, have been kept out. 

New rules have been constantly made 
in the attempt to meet new emergen- 
cies. Everything teuds to the same 
aim, which is to keep out all new mem- 
bers except the children of parents who 
are already subscribers. And it is also 
true that peculiar rules, which in many 
cases are only known to the “czars” 
themselves, are made as an excuse to 
drop those who for certain reasons may 
not be considered desirable. 

The inner Philadelphian will tell you 
that a number of “peculiar” people got 
in about fifteen years ago, when there 
was a year of laxity regarding admis- 
sion. It was just after this epoch that 
some of the most influential financial 
powers in social life resigned from the 
management because they frankly said 
they could not withstand the pressure 
brought upon them by men closely asso- 
ciated with them in business who 
wanted invitations for their wives. 

Most of these mer whe -!amored for 
membership threatened to ‘‘squeeze” 
the managers of the Assemblies unless 
they could “pull the ropes” for these 
admission cards. 

Even now there are many embarrass- 
ing situations between men of millions 
and poor men of social power. It is 
known that ambitious millionaires have 
gotten young men clerkships in their 
offices and then held over their heads 
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dismissal or raise of salary according 
to their failure or success in obtaining 
for their wives and daughters the cov- 
eted prize. 

Scandal after scandal has arisen in 
this way, and dozens of men have felt 
too nervous over such gossip to be seen 
much with their superiors in wealth 
who are well-known social climbers. 

The newcomers are usually the most 
blatant about the rules and the tradi- 
tions of the Assemblies. A certain 
couple in Philadelphia, who have lived 
much in the great centers of Europe and 
been presented at foreign courts, have 
been embittered for two decades be- 
cause of the refusal of a succession of 
“czars” to allow them the privilege of 
the Assemblies. 

Each new batch of managers were 
deftly and luxuriously entertained by 
the millionaire couple. Their palates 
were tickled, their financial interests 
promoted by subtle methods. But all 
was of no avail until a near relative 
of the couple, a man of national power, 
arrived home, bearing in his official 
cornucopia gifts for younger sons. In 
return, his relatives were finally invited 
to become members of the Assemblies. 

At the first ball the lady went to the 
man in charge of the supper room, who 
was entirely new to the traditions of 
this dance, and between them they re- 
served a table. 

In true hotel fashion he tipped the 
chairs over on a round table in the sup- 
per room. When two of the managers 
went to look over the arrangements an 
hour before supper, they found the 
chairs in this position. There was an 
indignant colloquy, and the head man 
was ordered never to do it again. But 
as his bribe was probably worth while, 
he fixed it so that when the grand 
march was over and the guests had ar- 
rived in the supper room, the new- 
comers were at once placed at the table 
for which they paid, although dozens 
of people who had belonged to the As- 
semblies as a matter of course had to 
await their chances. 

Another story is told of this same 
couple. On their entrance to the ball- 
room, at their first appearance, they 
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saw another couple, also from up the 
State, who were their rivals for exclu- 
sive Philadelphia favor, and also pos- 
sessed of millions. 

Putting up her lorgnon, the lady re- 
marked in a voice that could well be 
heard by the other couple: ‘How in 
the world did those people get here?” 

The managers were fearful of doz- 
ens of intruders finding their way into 
the social sanctuary this winter, when 
the balls were transferred to the mag- 
nificent Bellevue Stratford, instead of 
being held in the old Academy of Mu- 
sic. A hotel has a dozen entrances, and 
they feared the “unwashed” might se- 
cure an entrance into the ballroom, or, 
what was worse, go into one of the 
boxes that surrounded the dancing 
floor and look on. This being sug- 
gested, there was tremendous commo- 
tion and confusion among the elect. 
Orders were given right and left, and 
the tortures of the Inquisition promised 
the doorkeeper if such a thing hap- 
pened. 

A certain well-known couple who are 
anxious not to mix with those who do 
not belong to the Assembly set were 
among the most ardent in their en- 
deavors to impress upon all men that 
no strangers should be allowed through 
any entrance to boxes. The lady, wish- 
ing to see the scene from an elevated 
position, went up to one of the boxes 
during the ball and sat slightly back to 
get a commanding view, so she was not 
recognized at the distance. Suddenly 
she was discovered by the managers. 
Her husband was among the chief of 
those who insisted that peremptory ac- 
tion must be taken. The doorman was 
sent to eject her from the box or ask 
for her passport. He went with great 
hesitation, for the duty was not a 
pleasant one. To give him courage the 
husband of the lady followed, and he 
entered the box just as the colored man 
was ejecting his wife! 

The five managers who are at the 
head of these balls do not assume the 
personal responsibility for the guests’ 
pleasure as do the sixteen managers of 
the St. Cecilia. 

There is no one person of any espe- 


cial force or command who is looked up 
to for detail. 

When the late Ward McAllister, of 
New York, creator of the “Four Hun- 
dred,” which, among other trivialities, 
gave him fame, was a guest at one of 
the Assemblies, he was as pompous as 
usual and quite interested in the so- 
cial mechanism of this famous ball, the 
like of which he had tried to create in 
the Patriarchs’, but couldn't succeed. 

He was walking with one of the well- 
known wits of Philadelphia, who was a 
power in Assembly affairs. 

“T would like to meet the man at the 
head of everything,” said Mr. McAllis- 
ter; “the one, you know, who has 
charge of the details. The Patriarchs 
have such a man.” He referred to him- 
self, of course. “And I suppose there 
must be some one here who really takes 
charge, don’t you know. Have I met 
him? You have such a one, I sup- 
pose ?” 

“Oh, yes,” answered his companion ; 
“T think I know whom you mean. We 
have such a man. It saves us all the 
trouble of detail. He is Holland, the 
colored caterer. He is out in the sup- 
per room now.” 

Mr. McAllister was more fortunate 
in getting into the Assemblies than some 
other people who come from New 
York’s most distinguished families. An 
incident illustrates the extreme indiffer- 
ence to any rules outside of their own 
that the managers of the Assemblies 
have. 

A beautiful Philadelphia girl was 
about to be married to the son of one 
of New York’s social leaders. The 
mother of the bride-elect was one of 
the most exclusive and aristocratic so- 
cial figures in Phiiacde!phia. Three days 
before the tail was given she was in 
New York at some of the pre-nuptial 
festivities, and when her prospective 
son-in-law’s family became interested in 
her stories of the Assemblies and ex- 
pressed a desire to see such a ball, she 
cordially invited them over. 

Eight of them came, with maids, 
valets and trunks of finery. The Phil- 
adelphia hostess wrote a note to one of 
the managers, asking for invitations, as 
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these courtesies are extended to a few 
strangers each year who are the guests 
of a subscriber. The lady’s request 
was politely but firmly declined. She 
and her husband were amazed, indig- 
nant and puzzled. In all her experience 
as an exclusive society leader, she had 
never been “turned down” before. For 
generations, on both her own and her 
husband’s side, members of their fam- 
ilies had served as managers of the As- 
semblies. Her husband went at once 
to his intimate friends on the commit- 
tee and explained the situation. It was 
not necessary to explain who the New 
Yorkers were, for they also were among 
the exclusive families in America. 

Nothing had any effect. Persuasion 
won over four of the managers by 
nightfall, but one remained obdurate, 
and one black ball is sufficient to veto 
anything. 

The eight New Yorkers repacked 
their finery and returned home, abso- 
lutely turned down like the merest so- 
cial adventurers by men who wouldn’t 
break a rule in order to be courteous. 

And the sole reason of it all was this: 
The list of guests had closed on a fixed 
date, and no emergency could reopen 
it. The request was presented too late. 

It is not against the rules to invite 
strangers, but they can’t be invited off- 
hand. It would be like bestowing the 
Order of the Knight of the Garter cas- 
uaily. Each name presented by a sub- 
scriber must be investigated by the five 
managers, and then voted upon. The 
subscriber must guarantee to the com- 
mittee that the stranger is not living in 
Philadelphia, or, if so, that the period of 
residence has not extended over two 
years. Philadelphians who are born and 
have lived here for generations, who go 
intimately with the smartest set, are de- 
clined admission while they are here, 
because their ancestors were not sub- 
scribers, but all they have to do is to 
move away for a year to any other city, 
and their friends here can get them in- 
vitations at once as “strangers.” 

A woman who is not a subscriber 
may become one if she marries a sub- 
scriber. If she is a subscriber when 
unmarried and weds a man who is not a 
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subscriber, she must forfeit the privi- 
lege of going, and not one of her chil- 
dren can be admitted, except a daugh- 
ter who remarries into the subscribing 
set. 

An outsider who can prove direct de- 
scent from an original subscriber and 
then has a “pull” with the managers 
can be admitted for membership. In 
the old days a man who married a 
woman subscriber could share her hon- 
ors and go with her. The custom pre- 
vailed until one of the most popular 
girls in the Assembly married a man 
who, while personally liked, belonged 
to an ordinary family, whose financial 
ways had not been approved by Phil- 
adelphians for decades. The bridegroom 
came to the ball with his bride, because 
a rule was a rule; so the managers met 
and abolished the rule, but not the man. 
The groom, however, was not one of 
the strugglers who want to kick down 
other climbers. He is a man of hu- 
mor as well as good sense, and he con- 
vulsed those who laugh at the preten- 
sions of the Assemblies by his response 
to a discussion regarding the admission 
of another man who was not of the 
elect. 

“Why can’t he get in?” said the 
groom. “I’m in.” , 

Unfortunately for the managers, this 
new rule, which seemed so satisfactory, 
gave them a bad quarter of an hour for 
the next ball. The daughter of the 
chief and most distinguished manager 
married a man who was not a sub- 
scriber. The couple were at once re- 
fused an invitation for the next As- 
sembly. This was quite too much for 
the father, who was willing to turn 
down some one else, but one of his own 
family—why—such a thing was never 
heard of. And so, in confusion and 
dismay, the managers had to secretly 
break their new rule, and invite this 
bride and groom, who have been going 
ever since. 

When a male scion of one of the 
really great families married the daugh- 
ter of an all-too-well-known sporting 
man, he and his wife were refused a 
subscription to the following balls. 

“Tf he can’t go, neither can we,” 
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wrote one hundred members of his 
family. This was too much for the 
managers again, and they meekly con- 
sented to let him enter. 

When a girl who has not been able 
to go, no matter how charming and 
attractive she is, marries a subscriber, 
the one comment that sweeps over the 
church is: “Well, she can go to the 
Assemblies now.” 

One mother, who all of her life had 
been ruled by this social law, wept when 
her daughter told her that she was go- 
ing to marry a man out of the list. The 
girl was a healthy, straightforward, 
American type, who did everything ath- 
letic and copied the field and turf when 
she talked. The man she was to marry 
had every desirable quality, except his 
name on the Golden Book. 

“You will break my heart by such a 
marriage,” wailed the mother; “the 
first of all our family to be denied the 
Assemblies. You must give this man 
up.” 

“Give up a bully man for a stupid 
ball? Well, I guess not,” was the final 
answer of the frank daughter. And 
she married the man. 

One of the momentous questions that 
cost the managers sleepless nights was 
a question of ancestors, caused by two 
débutantes. They were children of a 
couple who had married the second 
time. One, the wife’s daughter, was by 
a former husband, who didn’t belong to 
the Assemblies. The other was a daugh- 
ter of the husband by a first wife, both 


of whom belonged to the Assemblies. 
The girls had been brought up together 
from childhood, and when they came 
out in society, the father asked for their 
invitations together. This precipitated 
one of the most momentous emergencies 
that the managers ever had to meet. 
This exact question had never come be- 
fore the Assembly. All kinds of advice, 
social and legal, were asked, and the 
question convulsed society. Everyone 
debated it, and everyone took sides. 
After many meetings by the managers, 
the decision was reached that the step- 
daughter of the father couldn’t be in- 
vited, but that the stepdaughter of the 
mother could. 

And such a hold have the rules of the 
Assembly on Philadelphians, that noth- 
ing about this was considered unusual. 
Had it been a question of admittance 
by descent into the House of Peers, it 
couldn’t have been more important. 

But if it were not for the peculiarity 
of these rules and customs which gov- 
ern the two oldest balls in the world, it 
is doubtful if they would have become 
famous, or if they would have pre- 
served, through the centuries, their 
unique charm, their peculiar social 
aroma. 

We are a restless, easily wearied, 
ever-changing people. It is delightful 
to know that in the hurly-burly these 
two social affairs live out the tradi- 
tions of our ancestors. 

May they always copy their man- 
ners ! 
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COUPLETS 


"TH strange that Youth himself the task would set 
To learn the very things Age would forget! 


We labor to possess a world of things, 
And lose them through the toil their getting brings. 


Who would but hold the earth in sober wit 
Must never try to hold too much of it. 
Lee FAIRCHILD. 
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“ayy LIE house stood in the 
corner of a quiet 
square, a little south 
and west of the Green 
Park, and the room in 
which most of his 
evenings were spent 
was on the balcony 
floor. The balconies had blossomed. 
They burst in a wreath of color round 
the grim quadrangle in festal imitation 
of the spring, when the newer beauties 
and the May buds were coming out; but 
before Jim South’s windows were only 
a few green shrubs, which died hard 
through the summer. He always ad- 
mired his neighbors’ decorations, with- 
out noticing the deficiencies of his own; 
yet that garland round the old dark 
fronts often seemed to him like roses 
on a faded face; there lurked a sort of 
shame behind the sweetness; it was al- 
most a trifling with age. 

The square was a kind of back eddy 
to the Palace Road, and held a strained 
hum from the traffic round it. The si- 
lence, which raised the rents, had at- 
tracted South; he used more of it, he 
said, than most of those who paid them, 
farming it himself. 

He meant that he was less often an 
absentee than those about him, but his 
phrase suggested an alternative of oc- 
cupation which did not exist; for never 
was a man with less of harness on his 
back. He lived solely for his own 
amusement; cropping life’s greenness 
in a slow, easy, ruminant fashion, and 
on a modest income. A cousin was his 
nearest relative. 

He had a fire this evening, though 
half May was past, and his book had 
dropped from his hand, when the man 
who was owner, factotum and, with his 
wife, comptroller to that small house- 
hold of bachelors, announced : 

“Miss Rosamond Merlin!” 





G5 FALSE ROUIVALENTSS 


RHE Provost Dattersby. 





It was a girl who entered; a girl 
with a woman’s buoyant movement and 
pose; a woman with a girl’s footfall. 
She wore a cloak which was somewhat 
oppressively magnificent, and held out 
a hand to South, laughing, as he rose. 

“Surprised ?” 

“Delighted!” he said. 

She sighed as she dropped into his 
seat. 

“T don’t suppose you are.” 

He pushed a chair to the further side 
of the fireplace, and watched, while she 
drew off slowly her long gloves, with 
the flicker of curiosity which was al- 
ways lambent on his face. It was like 
a color there. 

The girl bent down, and spread out 
her arms to the glow. She let them fall 
on the front of her skirt, pressing it 
back from the little pink and gold slip- 
pers on the grate stone. 

“What a man you are for fires!” she 
said. 

“T like warmth.” 

“In coals,” was her retort. 

She looked up at him sideways, smik 
ing. 

“Why don’t, you ask to see my 
frock ?” 

“Because I want to,” he said. 

Her eyes brimmed with unbelief. 

“You know you don’t care tuppence,” 
she said; but she threw the cloak at last 
from her shoulders, and leaned back in 
the chair, drooping an admiring eye. 
She was on her way to the great cos- 
tume ball of the season,and forced from 
South a hazard at her masquerade. 

“Apple blossom?” he ventured, and 
was complimented. 

“Ah, you should see it standing up; 
but you’re not worth that. Look there!” 

She spread out the phantom of a fan, 
shaped and painted as a tuft of its 
tinted bloom. 

“Veynes gave it me,” she said. 
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“Oh, did he?” 

“Ye-es, he did. 
Veynes ?” 

“T!—why ?” 

“Oh, do be sensible !—you’re not that 
much of a fool ;—because I’ve got him, 
or he’s got me, whichever you like. 
Don’t you think it’s bad for him?” 

“It might be worse,” South said. 

“Thank you. It might, you know; 
‘specially with Veynes. Oh, I| say, do 
you mind my coming here?” 

“T can mind nothing else for days,” 
he laughed. “Why?” 

“T thought your man looked a sort 
of piled-up disapproval when he let me 
it,” 

“For us all?” 

“Yes; and for himself.” 

“For. himself! Why?” 

“Oh, he’s probably seen my face too 
often in shop windows to care to sce it 
here. You're all deadly respectable, 
aren’t you?” 

“The whole square is; we've taken 
life policies in propriety. Money, art 
and titles, and all of it married.” 

She gave a little wince at that, but 
asked if he would offer her some coffee. 
South was famous in a small way for 
making it, and his friends, when out of 
humor with the world, would come and 
watch the brown liquid bubble through 
the valves of some strange machine of 
copper and nacreous glass he had 
picked up in the East, and regain their 
“values” over a cup. 

He pushed a hanging kettle across 
the flame, and knelt down by his vis- 
itor to stir the fire. 

“Turkish ?” he inquired. 

“That’s the gritty stuff, isn’t it? No, 
the other; and black. Why is your hair 
so long?” 

“Is it? I’ve forgotten it. 
this on your shoe?” 

“The gold?” 

“yes,” 

“Letters.” 

“What ?” 

“Rs ts Vs 

“A monogram ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Whose ?”’ 

“Nobody's.” 


Are you sorry for 


What is 


She swept her train across her little 
feet*and laughed at him. 

“Are you learning to be inquisitive?” 
she inquired. 

South did not say. He lifted the ket- 
tle from its crutch, and set the cafetiére 
in action. 

Rosamond screwed her chair round 
to the table, and spread her arms upon 
it, resting her cheek on one of them to 
watch his proceedings. 

“Why do you want to know?” she 
asked, presently. 

The bubbles in the dim glass tubes 
ran to and fro half a minute before he 
replied. 

“To know what?” 

“About my slippers.” 

“Oh, curiosity,” -he shrugged. 

She tilted her face further over on 
her white forearm, and her eyes came 
round to his. 

“T thought you hadn't any?” she said. 

His “Only about trifles” was meant 
unkindly; but she refused to take of- 
fense. 

‘| suppose that’s a compliment to my 
number threes,” she smiled; “‘so I'd ex- 
plain the letters on them if I could; 
but they came from Veynes with the 
fan, so I can only guess—perhaps they 
stand for the motto of his house.” 

“Probably,” he assented, grimly. 
“Regina ex vulgo, or something of the 
sort. Are you going to adopt it?” 

“To adopt what ?” 

“The motto of his house.” 

She rose without replying, and 
walked to an antique mirror which cov- 
ered a corner of the room. She faced 
it with a sigh of satisfaction, and then 
turned slowly round upon her toes till 
her shoulders were reflected. Her head 
was flung back out of the lamp light 
which yellowed her breast, and the gold 
of her coiled hair floated over her in 
the darkness like a misty moon. 

She stood, poised doubtfully for some 
time, pinching her little waist down- 
ward with both hands. 

“Do you think it shows too much?” 
she inquired, presently, without moving. 

South looked up from the table. 

“For what?” he said. 

“For what do you mean?” 
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“For my taste, or for yours, or for 
Veynes’, or for modesty—or what?” 

“For yours, if you like.” 

“For mine, yes! I don’t mean that I 
see too much of you, but it’s so tre- 
mendously announced; it’s squeezed in- 
to one’s eye.” 

“And for modesty ?” 

“Oh, modesty doesn’t depend on 
clothes, any more than purity did on fig 
leaves. Eve only began to sew when 
she had lost hers. Come and drink 
your coffee.” 

She came, after some further obser- 
vation, and sipped in silence from the 
cup he handed her. He had a dozen 
questions on his tongue, but could not 
or would not put them; the girl seemed 
too independent. He mentioned finally 
the current report that they were to 
see her in the new piece at the Variety. 

“Well, you’re not,” she said. “It’s 
a dancing part, and I’m going to act 
when I go back to the boards.” 

“Why ?” 

“Because I can.” 

“That would seem to be as good a 
reason the other way.” 

“You know,” she scoffed. 

“IT do; I saw you three times.” 

“Three !—some men saw me thirty.” 

“T dare say. I couldn't afford it.” 

“The price of a seat?” 

“No, the solace of one; the one you're 
in; it’s almost a housewife in its econo- 
mies.” 

“Economies ?” 

“Yes, economies of content. It guar- 
antees that while I stay in its arms. I 
think I buy it cheap.” 

“Content! I wouldn’t take it as a 
gift; it’s a despair with a trousseau, a 
sort of bridal and sanctified kind of 
funk. Oh, content’s a miserable thing.” 

South laughed. 

“Well,” he said, “it’s not often of- 
fered with a ring. Will you take an- 
other cup?” 

She pushed hers toward him and 
asked if he had any brandy in the 
house. 

South nodded at a liquor stand, but 
suggested créme de menthe. 

“It’s not for me,” she explained, “but 
for my driver—he’s got an awful cough ; 


I’ve been listening to it up here all the 
time. Could you send him a glass?” 

South laid his hand on the bell. 

‘What driver?” he said. 

“The man on my hansom; he’s been 
waiting for me.” 

“Why do you keep him?” 

I don't. Veynes does.” 

“Ts Veynes in the cab?” 

“No, no, silly !—it’s Veynes’ hansom; 
he sent it round for me. The driver of 
Veynes’ hansom has a cough, you have 
some brandy, and I want you to send 
it down by your man to the driver, that 
his cough may be stayed. Now do you 
understand ?”’ 

“No, I do not,” he said; but he did 
as she desired. 

“T suppose that is a fresh indiscre- 
tion,” she remarked, as the man retired. 

“T suppose it is,” he replied, “but the 
freshness need not count for much 
among so many. Is Veynes coming 
here for you?” 

“Mercy, no!” she laughed. ‘He 
wouldn't quite understand it; it doesn’t 
occur to him that a girl who kicks her 
skirts about at so much a week can ever 
want anything of a man but flattery and 
new frocks. A good deal of dullness 
goes with a title, you know.” 

“Tf by dullness you mean bewilder- 
ment, I might be a duke. Will you ex- 
plain?” 

“Why I’m here?” 

“Oh, no, I understand that; you've 
tried to make me envy Tantalus before; 
but why you've forgotten your prudence 
and your promises—I used to believe 
in both—and what has become of your 
chaperon; and how deep Lord Veynes 
ee Oe 

She left all but the last question un- 
answered, and said, looking from him 
toward the fire: 

“He wants me to marry him,” 

She missed the quick spring of his 
eyes to her face, but she met them the 
next moment. 

“Am I to congratulate your” he in- 
quired. 

“You might have said him,” she re- 
marked ; “however, it’s good of you not 
to jump—but you always could sit still. 
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I know you’re saying something nasty 
inside of you; mayn’t I hear it?” 

“T don’t think I am,” he replied. “I 
was wondering precisely where I came 
in?” 

“You come in here,” she laughed, 
with halting mirth; “you’re the oracle; 
you roll out the future in a hollow 
voice ; you say what you think.” 

He shook his head. 

“No, I forgot,” she ran on, “you nev- 
er do; you say what you think some one 
else will think of what you wouldn't 
say if you thought it; isn’t that it? You 
explained it to me once, but it wasn’t 
clear. Well, say that! Say something! 
You’ve known Veynes longer than I 
have; say he’s not good enough for 
me!” 

“Oh, 
mured. 

“By Veynes?” 

“By Veynes just at present, probably. 
I meant by you and me.” 

“Oh, you!’ she flouted. “You 
mightn’t think yourself good enough.” 

It was a curious challenge for a 
man’s matrimonial amen. The woman 
thirsting for love and eager to drink 
it; the man thirsty and afraid. She did 
not see the sudden change in his eyes, 
as though a flame went through them. 
She was looking the other way. But 
she heard the parry of his low “I should 
not” to her thrust. It pierced like the 
white pinch of frost, it:ran cold even 
into her voice. 

“Ah, you’re too modest,” she rallied, 
so briskly that he did not notice the 
shiver in her throat. “Besides, you’re 
rather cowed by my frock; but how 
about the family ?” 

“Veynes’ ?” 

“so 

“There’s only Lord Egham.” 

“Only Lord Egham! No sisters, 
mothers, aunts—nothing? Oh, come, 
that’s better. And what is he like?” 

“He’s a dear old gentleman who 
dotes on his son.” 

“Then he’d take me badly 

“I fancy so.” 

“Why ?” 

“Ah, that’s a big question. 
his education was defective.” 


that’s understood,’ he mur- 


Plas 


Perhaps 


“T dare say. He’s an earl, isn’t he?” 

“Yes, the Earl of Egham, sits as Vis- 
count Alderly.” 

“T see; and some day I might be a 
countess ?” 

“You might.” 

“That’s a bribe; I like the word aw- 
fully; it sounds good; it’s like a stare 
to say it—the countess !—but I fancy it 
would be rather dreadful being one— 
that is, if you weren’t born to it—in the 
cast all along, don’t you know. Of 
course, then you could do what you 
liked; but if you’d only been made one, 
and made from a dancing girl, you'd 
have to be proper, just to show how 
easy it came! And I think it would 
be dull,” she drawled. ‘What do you 
say?” 

“Nothing,” he affirmed. 

“Not even to save poor Veynes from 
his fate? You could save him.” 

He looked slowly across at her face, 
which lay back idly under the yellow 
light, and she held her eyes squarely 
to his, as a maid holds a mirror to her 
mistress. He might search them for 
reflections, but he would see nothing 
more. In point of fact, he looked for 
some time without troubling their sur- 
face. 

“Marry him,” he said. 

“And the earl?” 

“Oh, you must treat him kindly, and 
show him what an excellent countess 
you can make.” 

“Shall 1?” 

“T fancy not. You’re too human, you 
see; this warm, kind world is too near 
your heart. The great lady has nothing 
there but her corset; and the world— 
her little cold world—at her fingers’ 
ends, in a descending scale of chilliness. 
Besides, you're too pretty.” 

“To be a countess ?” 

“No, to be made one. You can’t 
melt beauty for new molds without 
breaking the old, you know; something 
goes.” 

“And yet you say—marry him.” 

“Well, I won’t say it,” he replied. 

She had turned her head away, and 
was stretching over her shoulders for 
her wrap. 
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“I’m going,” she said. 

He rose to put it round her, and 
caught the reflection in the glass of her 
averted eyes. They were shining with 
tears. 

She held out her hand, shook his 
shortly, and went toward the door. 

“You needn’t come down,” she said, 
as he followed her. 

“No, but I will.” 

“No, you won’t; I don’t want you.” 

There was something more impera- 
tive in her decree than its tone—a sob; 
that stopped him at the open door. 

The sound of her feet ceased from 
the stair, the front door slammed, and 
he walked across to the window, wait- 
ing there till the noisy motion of her 
hansom ebbed into the dull roar of the 
streets. 

He stayed even longer, and the May 
sky had lost its last memory of the day 
ere he sat down again before his dying 
fire. 

The girl’s gay audacity seemed to 
linger like an odor in the room; made 
pungent, as it were, by that sob. He 
had not noticed it before. Conscious 
audacity it was not; for she wore her 
beauty as a sort of decoration, the star 
of some regal order, which sanctioned 
the fine animal magnificence with which 
she had set the obligations of nobility 
behind those of good looks, and doubted 
if the charnred circle of coronets might 
not prove too dull for her endurance; 
putting, without a tinge of affectation, 
nature’s creations before those of dead 
kings. 

But it was not of her vivid exyber- 
ance that South was thinking; he had 
inhaled that before, and the intoxica- 
tion of it was dissolved. But those sly 
touches of humility, too faint to be felt 
through the written record of her 
words, dropped lids, and looks, and 
pauses, so unlike her, pressed still as a 
hand upon his lifted arm. Yet he told 
himself he had understood them, with- 
out the compulsion of her tears. 

At least he understood this: that.she 
had thrown the weight of her beauty 
without avail against the ease and free- 
dom of his unwedded days. Yet it left 
him with a pricking sense—not of re- 


pentance—but that repentance might 
confront, might even confound, him. 


II. 


Some five months earlier in the year 
Lord Veynes had returned from a voy- 
age round the world. 

It was to have completed his edu- 
cation, which included, besides some 
Greek grammar, the use of a cue, a lit- 
tle Cavendish and the racing calendar. 
He was five-and-twenty, a. gentleman; 
dressed well, looked well and lived well; 
on the whole, a nice fellow, deeply at- 
tached to his father and devotedly to 
himself. 

The former was becoming an old 
man, having married late in life; was 
short, had a stoop, a halo of whitened 
hair,and a face that was a mask of mer- 
riment. His kindliness and humor were 
bywords, and his stories always made a 
widening silence in a room, to which 
fresh listeners drifted. He would laugh 
at them himself, yet his laughter seemed 
their best part, their sincerest compli- 
ment; it was like humor itself holding 
its sides. 

He had filled every county dignity in 
turn, but they made no mark on him 
nor he on them; he bore them duti- 
fully, but he was glad to be rid of them; 
they added something to his tales, to the 
fullness of his humor, to the softness of 
his heart; perhaps to public knowledge 
of his incompetence. Yet he was liked 
none the less for his failures; his blunt 
honesty thrust out of them obtrusively, 
as an elbow through a ragged sleeve. 

Veynes was the one relic of his mar- 
ried life, having cost his mother her 
life; and he was adored as things may 
be that are made so ruinously unique. 
He was a good boy, and stood a great 
deal of spoiling; but he had argued, 
naturally, his own adorableness from so 
much adoration, and would have hon- 
ored his father’s encomiums to any 
amount. 

His home-coming had all the decora- 
tion of triumphal entries—flags, festi- 
val arches and singing children; after- 
ward a tenant dinner, tenant humor and 
considerable drowsiness. 
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When it was all over, and the two 
men sat together by the log fire in the 
hall, which burned red splashes on the 
armored walls, the earl opened the sub- 
ject nearest his heart—an heir. 

“T want to see him here before I’m 
gone,” he concluded, with a kind of 
ruefulness which was a part of his pa- 
thos and of his humor; “and, by George, 
my boy, if you don’t marry soon, I will.” 

“Oh, I'll marry, I'll marry,” laughed 
the other, “but you must find me the 
girl.” 

Love, however, did that, though the 
earl was assiduous, surrounding the 
young man for the betterment of his 
choice with half the eligible petticoats 
in the county; a mistake, seeing that 
iteration and propinquity in affairs of 
the heart are of more assistance than 
variety. 

Yet it was, in the end, variety which 
succeeded, in the person of Miss Rosa- 
mond Merlin. 

She had come to lend terpsichorean 
relief to an amateur performance of bur- 
lesque in the neighborhood, and her ap- 
pearance transformed Veynes, in a sin- 
gle night, from a conscientious brigand 
to a distracted and distracting piece of 
stage furniture; though it is but fair 
to add he was not the only one affected ; 
for none of his brother bandits were, 
when slain—while Miss Rosamond was 
upon the stage—as stiff as their previous 
rigidity had led one to expect. 

Miss Merlin attended but three re- 
hearsals; yet ere the night of the per- 
formance, Veynes had decided, as he put 
it, that they were made for one another 
—a phrase which has not, in a man’s 
mouth, all the reciprocity that it con- 
veys. He offered the idea to Miss Rosa- 
mond while applying some powder to 
her cheek. 

She laughed, knocked the puff out of 
his hand, and ran on to the stage; but 
she found him awaiting her exit, deaf 
to cues and stage directions, in a kind 
of tragic calm. 

“T mean it,” he protested. 

She widened her eyes. 

“Well, mean it a little later,” she said. 

He took the hint and waited till, hav- 
ing found her some food, they were 


sitting in the deserted supper room, in 
an atmosphere of exhausted hilarity, 
among the ruins of the waiters. 

“Have you thought it over?” he 


‘asked, impressively. 


“T, no!—do I ever think anything 
over but a new step? Besides, such a 
simple little thing!” 

“Simple!” he stammered. 

“To say no to. Do you think I’d have 
the cheek to marry you?” 

“Wouldn’t you?” dropped the young 
man, feebly. 

He was innocent of having conceived, 
still less suggested, so tremendous a 
contingency ; indeed, her contemplation 
of it, even in dismissal, appeared un- 
seemly. For he had _ been strictly 
brought up, and had added, “Thou shalt 
not wed the name of Veynes in vain,” 
to a decalogue somewhat abridged, and, 
as his father put it, “edited by Debrett.” 

But neither his decalogue nor his deli- 
cacy prevented him from sketching air- 
ily the insignificance of wedding sym- 
bols in an aristocratic connection when 
the heart was involved. 

“People talk such nonsense, you 
know,” he said. 

She smiled with engaging innocence, 
and he edged a little nearer to his mean- 
ing, hoping she would meet him half- 
way. 

It was like laying a wash of color be- 
side another which might be wet; he 
was horribly afraid of a smear; he 
thought she might have assured him, 
figuratively, that she would not run. 
But she only helped herself to another 
meringue. 

He made pauses and filled the silence 
with his eyes; but she met them with a 
pensive examination through the prongs 
of her fork; and the smiles he fancied 
ambiguous seemed, reflected on her 
mouth, to be merely inane; so he was 
driven back upon words and impersonal 
allusiveness. He groaned, in explana- 
tion, over the austerity which would tie 
all love knots to a wedding ring; sug- 
gesting that some people were able to 
conceive of them apart. 

“Couldn’t you?” he inquired. 

She gleamed with malicious coquetry. 

“Couldn’t and wouldn't,” she said, 
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decisively. “Love and marry and trust 
to luck, that’s.my sentiment; but don’t 
marry if you can’t love; and don’t love 
if you can’t marry; and don’t do eith- 
er s 





“Well?” 

“Tf you think you’re going to do 
both.” 

“Poof!” he pouted. 

“Oh, no, it’s not; it’s the very sober 
fact. Love’s a fever, you know, and no 
better than most of them—contagious 
and malagious and infectious and—- 
and——” 

“Go on!” 

“But that’s the truth; it’s carried in 
frocks, pretty ones; and it’s caught by 
touching, and it’s regular poison to 
breathe! Then it must be in the air, 
because people take it in clumps, perfect 
epidemics; and the best way to catch it 
is to let yourself get low and dumpy. 
When you’ve got it, the only thing to 
cure you is marriage—and it does gen- 
erally—a ring dissolved in syrup night 
and morning; kind of quinine, you 
know; takes away the shivering and 
gives you a headache.” 

His face was whitening with disap- 
proval, and she burst, as she caught a 
glimpse of it, into a gust of laughter. 

“Shocking, isn’t it?” 

“Well, it’s a matter of taste,” he re- 
marked, with a further twist of his nose, 
to indicate that its flavor, at least in his 
mouth, was nasty. It is never the hang- 
man can joke when he is hung. 

She looked at him, with her head 
tilted over her plate, and a slow, broad 
smile, 

“You'll do!” she said. “But you 
know even your eight pearls won’t run 
to quite all that—every time.” 

He moved impatiently on his chair as 
she raised her champagne glass and 
peered mockingly at him across its yel- 
low brim. 

She set it down with a laugh. 

“My!” she exclaimed; “what a row 
they are making upstairs! Come along, 
I believe they are dancing.” 

She went up three steps at a time, but 
Veynes followed more slowly. He 
feared he was sickening for the fever. 


III. 


The woman’s orbit—in a civil state— 
is, like that of other celestial bodies, 
either annular or elliptic. 

Those of the circle are orderly satel- 
lites, turning an eternal sameness to the 
attraction they patrol, and as incapable 
of suiting themselves to a suitor, or of 
varying their reflection of his passion 
to a man’s requirements, as of coyness 
with its quoted sunlight is the cold face 
of the moon. 

And the moons are many. They rise, 
wax, wane; are new, old and eclipsed; 
pass by progressive phases of the famil- 
iar to the lean crescent of contempt, 
with a constancy in decrepitude—speak- 
ing amorously—which cannot only be 
followed, but—foretold. 

And those of the ellipse? They, too, 
revolve, but come, enkindled, from the 
unknown night, torn with fantastic 
splendors toward their sun—drawn in- 
to him, it may be, by his spell, or past 
him with unsolved desires, yet bent to 
him still—dying out, darkened, into the 
empty way, spent, speedless, splendor- 
less; a danger to orderly patrollers of 
an orbit, and a possible acquisition for 
any new system of superior attractions ; 
being, at their ebb, but weak and idle 
wanderers—inconstant, easily attached ; 
though at other times superb, imperi- 
ous; yet malign portents to the thatched 
propriety that lives in fear of sparks. 

Such divide the sex, the passive and 
the passionate; the reflectors and the 
inflamed. Men love the second, but 
they wed the first—moon, not comet, 
and they do well. For men prefer com- 
fort to coronation, and like the easy 
sense of lordship which a satellite con- 
fers; for there is something soothing 
to mortal vanity in centripetal rigors 
when oneself is the center sought; and, 
though men disparage the sameness 
which they wive, they would be but ill 
content with its reverse. 

Veynes knew as much; or, rather, 
knew that as much was known. He 
had, morever, warning in the fate of a 
too recent ancestor, who, allying him- 
self to one of the comet kind—the 
frame of her picture still hung empty, 
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in evicted memorial, at the court— 
came to unrecounted grief. So, fearing 
his desires, and the failure of his de- 
sires, and the outcome of either, he told 
himself, shaking his head with that un- 
valorous and how-to-perform-I-wot-not 
wisdom of youth, that his refined per- 
ceptions had been estranged by Miss 
Rosamond’s too candid lack of quality. 
Which may have been; for our refined 
perceptions are so often only an in- 
jected opiate, in spite of which our heart 
still beats and sickens. Yet he shook 
his head sadly. He had his father to 
consider; he had the estate to consider; 
he had his name to consider ; but, firstly 
and finally, he had himself. And, alas! 
it takes more than honor, piety and 
pride together to make a man forget 
that. And a young man in especial. 
For we are very practical when young, 
and only fight the good fight for a sub- 
stantial share in the plunder; we ask 
what a man will get in exchange for his 
soul, 

Veynes fought it, there is that to his 
credit; and it is pleasant to remember 
that, of all his obligations, duty to his 
father died the hardest; sheer tender- 
ness for the old man’s hopes often 
wringing from him a resolve to con- 
quer passion and wed a pedigree. But 
the resolutions of the young are, happi- 
ly, impermanent; and this kind beyond 
the rest, being written in acid, eats its 
way out—through the stuff of our wills. 

So it was that, in spite of this clamor- 
ing chorus of expediencies, the small 
voice which claims in every man the 
justice of joy made itself heeded, and 
Miss Merlin received an offer of mar- 
riage ; which, stung by South’s indiffer- 
ence, she allowed herself to accept. 

After that, of course, the deluge! 
and, thinking to float it out the better 
on a certificate of marriage, Veynes 
took Miss Rosamond to the registrar. 

Then, with Lady Veynes in her pret- 
tiest frock, they went down together to 
the court, and crossing, with a sense 
of diplomacy, from the station by a 
field path into the French garden, which 
lay behind the western wing of the 
house, Veynes left his wife and,ad- 
vanced alone. 





He was some time gone, and the lady, 
tired at last of the flowers, the reflector, 
and the mossy sundial, and tempted by 
the cropped turf, turned to her ancient 
consolation for leisures that were too 
long; so that the first thing which met 
Veynes’ eye on his return was her lithe 
figure, in fawn and gold, doing a little 
melancholy dance between the scarlet 
flower beds. 

The sight did not sweeten his tem- 
per ; it emphasized too loudly reproaches 
which hummed still against his ears. 
Even those red blossoms, which had 
lived in their mute livery so many years 
about the court, might have been too 
surprised to recognize, by the swift, 
small feet that brushed their petals, a 
future mistress. 

As Veynes drew near, the dance be- 
came a little more flamboyant, still fur- 
ther ruffling him; the spaces of dainty 
petticoat seemed to enlarge his griev- 
ance. 

“Well?” she inquired, loftily, as he 
approached, dropping into an attitude. 

“Well,” he echoed, gruffly, “you 
needn’t fool about for the benefit of the 
gardeners. He won't see you.” 

His tone sided with the rebuff, and 
brought a flush of color to her face. 
She had been his wife only a night and a 
day. 

“All right,” she replied, simply. “I 
will see him; and meanwhile the garden- 
ers are very welcome.” 

He flung himself into a seat. “Just 
as you please,” he grunted; “only he 
doesn’t know you're here.” 

She took no heed to the hint, but 
walked in her deliberate fashion to the 
edge of the lawn; then she turned and 
came back more slowly. 

“What did you tell him?” 
her husband. 

His arms were stretched along the 
top of the seat, and he was staring 
gloomily at the house. He did not look 
up. 

“T told him I was married. He nearly 
bucked out of his chair, and looked as 
frightened as if he’d heard I was dead. 
So I said: ‘To an actress,’ and he put 


she asked 


his face into his hands and cried.” 
“What a soft!” 
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“Oh, anything you please! He said 
some other things that-were a bit 
harder.” 

“About me?” 

“About the whole sickening concern, 
Said I might go to the deuce my own 
way, but it shouldn’t be through the 
Court; and that while he lived—which 
wouldn’t be for long—the old place 
should know only its own sort of peo- 

le.” 

“What sort is that?” 

“People of birth and breeding, I 
suppose.” 

“IT see! Like Lerd Egglesham, for 
instance, who shared the honeymoon 
with his fond parents; or Aubrey Beau- 
thair, who gets fuzzy before ladies. 
Well, I’m going to show your father 
what a person is like who has been 
neither born nor bred; I dare say it will 
interest him. Shall I say that you'll 
dine here?” 

“Say what you like,” he growled. 

She turned again toward the long 
west wing of the great house, which 
glowed above the box hedges, warm and 
red with sunlight above its clinging 
roses, 

Her heart was not so brave as her 
words, but it carried her past the powd- 
ered footman with the air of a duchess, 
as she gave her name, though she read 
doubts in his curdling face as to her re- 
ception, and shared them herself. But 
therein she wronged a man too proud to 
let any woman suffer a slight in his own 
house; and in due time the heavily cur- 
tained library door was opened, and the 
earl entered and bowed. 

“T am Lady Veynes,” said his vis- 
itor, quietly. She felt a sudden kind- 
ness and pity for the frail, bent old 
man, who was still as white as his son 
had reported. 

He bowed again. 

“T was waiting in the garden when 
my hus—your son” was in here,” she 
went on, simply; “he came out and 
told me all about it. I’m very sorry. 
I mean I’m very sorry it is so bad for 
you. Your son said you’d wish him 
better dead. I hope you won't. He’s 
an awfully good son; he thinks no end 


of you; and he’s outside now tremen- 
dously cut up.” 

Lord Egham made no sign, but he 
was looking in the woman’s face. 

“T’ve never thought about it,” she 
continued, naively, “but I didn’t sup- 
pose there was such a difference be- 
tween people as—as there seems to be. 
I thought if a man’s wife was pure and 
true to him, and loved him, he got all 
his change—I mean all he stood to; 
isn’t that it? You don’t think so, but 
I didn’t know that. I didn’t know any-‘ 
thing about you, you see,” she ex- 
plained, with warming sympathy; “you 
were only the Earl of Something, and 
it didn’t seem to matter much what an 
earl felt; he didn’t seem quite human; 
it really didn’t seem as if he could feel 
so very much. But you see you do.” 

The earl bent his head gravely, but 
there was the ghost of a smile about 
his drawn lips. 

“Sir,” she said, with a little gesture 
which opened her arms and seemed pa- 
thetically to expose herself, “I am sorry 
to be here to trouble you; I didn’t come 
for that. I suppose you think I was 
very glad to catch your son, and his 
title, and money, and things; but I 
wasn’t. I didn’t want them; I don’t 
know what you do with them; but I 
wanted to belong somewhere. I’m all 
by myself, you see,” with a little isolat- 
ing wave of her hand, “and that’s dreary 
enough at times, especially for a 
woman.” 

She waited a moment to allow the 
earl to fill the gap, but he did not. He 
was watching her intently. 

“T came down here with my hus- 
band,” she continued at length, with an 
air of embroidering the interval; “he 
didn’t want me to come in to—to bother 
you, but I felt I must. I don’t want 
you to fall out with him; you haven't 
had him back so long, I know; it seems 
pretty rough on you every way; but if 
you can’t take us both on, I'll go. Of 
course I can’t go for good, but it’ll 
seem good enough, I dare-say; I can 
keep out of the way, and you can have 
him to yourself; and you won’t have to 
apologize to all your friends for his 
making a fool of himself.” 
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There was some gentle irony in her 
voice, and it wavered as she concluded: 

“I’ve been pretty lonely before, but 
it was never anything like this; and if 
I’d known how bad you’d take me I’d 
have stayed so.” 

Her nervousness and her desire for 
simple expression soaked her speech in 
a kind of sweetened slanginess, from 
which, usually, she was able to wring 
out her thoughts -into very clean Eng- 
lish. Slang was, in fact, the charcoal 
outline of most of her talk, but it was 
generally concealed by the color. The 
latter she supplied on this occasion in 
person. She was a very pretty woman, 
and seemed able to look her prettiest 
at will; the need for beauty painting it 
freshly on her face. She had the dan- 
cer’s trick, too, of seeming to float 
above her anchored feet, like a butterfly 
with folded wings. 

There were tears in her eyes, which 
aided the apparent sincerity in her tone, 
though, indeed, she was _ sufficiently 
sorry for the silent man before her to 
make it a very solid counterfeit of the 
fact; but the tears were come of dis- 
appointment and hurt pride. 

However, to a man, the tear in a 
woman’s eye is always a tear, a salt 
tear; and in such eyes they looked well 
enough, and ill enough, to warm a cold- 
er heart than was in Lord Veynes’ 
father; for age is tenderer to beauty 
than youth, being a wayfarer among 
flowers which the other wears; besides, 
it sees at sundown, and lips seem red- 
der and eyelids sadder when they face 
the sunset. 

Lord Egham made a step forward, 
and offered her a seat. And Rosamond 
murmured to herself: “I’ve come to 
stay!” 

aM 

But she had not; at least not so speed- 
ily as she supposed. She returned that 
evening to town with her husband, and 
crossed the Channel the following day 
for a honeymoon, which was rather 
endured than desired. But the earl 


proved, in the end, gentleman and phi- 
losopher enough—synonyms for gra- 
cious acceptance of the inevitable—to 


make his bow to necessity, and take 
fate and the prettiest lady in London 
on his arm. 

South had heard from her twice, 
from Venice and Corfu; long, trivial, 
ill-spelt letters, lined with a secret wist- 
fulness he had not perceived, under the 
brave talk of travel. 

He received the second while away 
from town, and only learned, on his 
arrival in the end of October, that Lady 
Veynes and her husband had called 
some weeks earlier, and had inquired 
the date of his return. 

He was puzzled by their presence at 
that time in London, and a telegram 
which came from the Court a few 
days later did not aid his enlighten- 
ment. It ran: “Please be at home this 
evening.—R. E. V.” He had indulged 
in the unusual extravagance of a box 
at the Variety for the amusement of 
some country friends who were doing 
London in the dull season, and was most 
anxious to entertain them; yet he pro- 
vided a substitute and an excuse with- 
out a murmur, and dined early by him- 
self. Then, the day having been close 
and warm, he pushed his chair beside 
the roasted greenness on the balcony 
and sat looking down idly, in the early 
evening, from behind the thick stone 
balusters upon the square. 

The sky was clear above the mulled 
October mist, and a few pale stars had 
appeared already, weak and white as 
city children; there was a reek of heated 
brick, and an odor of brown leaves 
drifted from. the park with the damp 
smell of its autumn water. 

The roar of traffic had died down; it 
was always quieter there in the fall, 
and a piano-organ in the Palace Road 
seemed to play in an exhausted air. A 
clatter of wheels crushed through its 
tune as a hansom shot round the nar- 
row entry and rattled across the quad. 

The panels clanged, and South could 
hear the click of small-heeled shoes 
upon the pavement. The pause which 
might cover a payment, the long wheep 
of the whip, the sudden clash of hoofs, 
the thin clang of the bell below—all 
seemed borne up to him with abnormal 
clearness. 
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He sat where he was till the door 
opened and Lady Veynes was an- 
nounced; then he rose, outlined in the 
open window against the sky, and called, 
as his landlord retired, for the lamps. 
Rosamond walked across to the bal- 
cony and stood beside him, gazing ab- 
sently into the square; then she turned 
her head quickly and looked up into his 
eyes. There was an urgent smile in 
hers which was almost an appeal, but 
his in return seemed to satisfy it, for 
she stole out her hand and caught his 
arm lightly above the elbow. 

“What does it mean?” he inquired. 

She looked over his shoulder as the 
man entered and placed a lamp on the 
table; and when he had retired she 
stepped across the room and snapped 
it out. 

“T don’t know why you called for 
it,” she said. ‘Was it to tint the pro- 
prieties ?” 

“T suppose so,” he replied, regard- 
ing her, “but I’m afraid it won't.” 

“No, it won’t. I’m going to sit in 
your seat here by the window; pull an- 
other beside it.” 

He did as he was told, and she laid 
her arms limply along those of the 
chair, leaned back and sighed. 

“Don’t you know why I’m here?’ 
asked. 

“No,” he said. 

“T’m going away.” 

“From what?” 

“From the Court, and my husband, 
and his excellent father, and every- 
thing! I’m sick of it all.” 

“Why ?” 

“Can't you guess? Because I’m not 
one of them. I’m a kind of curiosity 
in the house; people come to stare at 
me, they do, really; possibly they think 
I'll kick their hats off at afternoon tea, 
or pass them the bread and butter on 
my toe; I don’t know. But I don’t 
mind that so much, it’s the feeling that 
I mustn’t do these things because I 
can. If I was a real lady I might do 
anything; but because I’m not I must 
do nothing. Smile, sigh and say good- 
by; and be a pretty piece of furniture 
to decorate the rooms and support my 


’ 


she 


husband. But I won’t. I wasn’t made 
on castors.” 

“Well?” he smiled. 

“Well,I’m going to run—on wheels!” 

“Are they unkind to you?” 

“No, they’re not; they’re kind, rather 
too kind. I mean they make you feel 
it’s a moral obligation to treat such an 
outsider humanely. Of course they can’t 
help it, and it’s nasty of me to men- 
tion it, but I can’t help feeling it, 
either, and it makes me mad. Every- 
thing does down there, from morning 
prayers, with half a squadron of bluey- 
white servants on red chairs, to the 
candles at ten o’clock, and to bed with 
what appetite you mayn’t. And I’ve 
got to do it! If I suggest anything 
fresh and sensible they look at me as 
if I were a sort of missing link. So I 
shut up and scream inside me and wish 
for something to bite. Put your hand 
here.” 

He smiled at the sudden change, but 
laid his hand on the arm of her seat, and 
she closed her gloved fingers over it. 

“Do you want it to bite?” he asked. 

“No. Jim!” 

“Well?” 

“Do you think me a fool?” 

“No; I understand.” 

There was a breadth in his tone which 
comforted her. 

“You said: Marry him,” she pleaded. 

“Yes, I did;. perhaps J was the fool ; 
but I didn’t say ‘for three months.’ ”’ 

“Three? Six!” 

“Never!” 

“Five, then; I ought to know.” 

A certain sharpness in her registry 
seemed to give it claims to be con- 
sidered calendar. South looked up at 
her quickly, and she flushed scarlet. 

“Well, five,” he said; “hardly time 
for a very exhaustive study of the mar- 
ried state.” 

“Oh, it’s not the married state,’ she 
explained, slowly, looking out over the 
square. “I shouldn’t mind being mar- 
ried—married to a man. I’m married 
to a house.” 

“Tt’s a very good house.” 

“T dare say it is; but I’m not a snail, 
and can’t stand having it on my back; 
I wasn’t born under family bricks.” 
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?”? 


“And what are you going to do 

“I’m going to leave them.” 

“And why did you come here?” 

She turned her head and flashed a 
shy glance across his eyes. 

“T thought you might be leaving, 
too.” 

She looked away as she said it, and 
he did not immediately reply. Pres- 
ently she loosened her fingers from his, 
and laid her hand in her lap. She 
broke the silence sharply. 

“T don’t understand you,” she said; 
“why do you suppose I’ve come here, 
ever? Do you fancy it’s for the pleas- 
ure of a little talk? Why, I’ve gone 
home sometimes clinching my hands to 
keep from crying, and hating you fit 
to kill you.” 

South sighed. 

“Have you?” he said. 

“Yes, I have! It’s horrid of me, I 
know, because you've tried to be kind, 
mostly; but being kind is worse than 
anything, sometimes.” 

She turned toward him, and through 
the shadow upon her face her eyes 
glowed molten, as lead grows red in the 
ladle. 

“Well,” he said, “you may forgive 
me; I haven’t tried to be kind. I 
thought all the kindness on the other 
side. Your very coming was a con- 
cession.” 

“To what?” 

“To a man unknown and immaterial; 
to the genius of futility.” 

“Genius of fiddlesticks! 
you suppose I came?” 

South swung his head in pendulous 
ignorance. 

“Oh, you needn’t mind my blushes, 
it’s too dark to see them. And when I 
startled you with Veynes’ proposal, 
and bored you to admire my figure, 
and my frock, and everything he might 
be master of, was that a concession ?” 

“To my stupidity?” he parried. 

“No; the genius for futility—a wom- 
an’s!” she said, with drawn bitterness. 
“All the same, if you guessed ?” 

“Oh, guessing!” he shrugged. 

“No! You’re no such fool. 
you?” 


Why did 





Are 


She leaned somewhat away from him 
with a suggestion of disdain. 

“No,” he replied, slowly, rising, “I 
did not guess; I knew.” 

She heard him pacing in the dusky 
room behind hér, and stop at last be- 
fore the fireplace. He laid one hand 
over the other and pressed them with 
his forehead against the mantelpiece. 

Cries, shrill and hoarse, drifted in 
with the darkness from the Palace 
Road; the evening’s pennyworth of 
print in shouted headlines, the details 
draining incoherently into the night. 

“Won’t you say you’re sorry?” she 
inquired, presently. 

“For you?” 

“No, for yourself. 
have done better ?” 

“T’ve done nothing,” he murmured, 
between his arms. 


Mightn’t we both 


“It’s not a fine confession,” she 
laughed, curtly; “but you chose.” 

“Between what?” 

“Between these arms and mine,” she 


said, slowly, tapping the chair; “be- 
tween horsehair and flesh and blood. 
And you chose the horsehair.” 

“It’s permanent,” he retorted, some- 
what piqued, “and it hasn’t a pulse.” 

“Oh, no,” she sighed, “it’s a ‘dead- 
sure thing’—dead and sure, they’re 
about the same; you can’t reckon up 
things that live; and, as for a pulse, 
it beats faster for other things than 
fever, you know, and it’s not only the 
doctor who feels it.” 

“Feels it flag?” he queried. 

“Oh, bother you!” she exclaimed. “If 
all men were such chickens, who'd ever 
marry?” 

“The women,” he suggested. 

“No, I think they’d be too wise,” she 
said. 

He laughed, an echo of hers; there 
was not much mirth between them. 

“That last day I came here,” she con- 
tinued, presently, with a musing air, 
“you might have said more than you 
did.” 

“More?” 

“Yes, more for me; something to 
pretend you couldn’t see me; I felt 


stripped.” 














He smiled at the fire-dogs, remem- 
bering her dress. 

“T didn’t know it,” he said. 

“No, a man never does. Some men, 
you know, lie to a woman to be rid of 
her, lie about their love and about their 
life; say it’s heartbreaking, but impos- 
sible; one forgives that—it’s craven but 
it’s kind; but one can’t forgive the men 
who lie by saying nothing, merely to 
be rid of her the sooner, when she might 
go comforted, and only a little slower, 
by just one whisper of the love they 
have.” 

“You don’t understand,” he said. 

“Oh, no,” she sighed, “we never do, 
we women. We pray not to sometimes; 
pray to be kept blind, dull, doting.” She 
laughed abruptly. “Well, I wish you’d 
said you loved me then, Jim; even 
though I might have hugged you. 
Couldn’t you say it now?” 

“Tt’s not lawful.” 

“Oh, no,” she sighed again, but rem- 
iniscently, “it’s not lawful; but it would 
be kinder and better than many things 
that are. Besides, you might rise in 
my esteem.” 

“Thanks,” he said, smiling, pushing 
himself erect. “I think I'll stay as I 
am. I’m high enough now to feel dizzy 
sometimes when you commend me. The 
question is, where are you going to 
stay ?” 

“To-night at the Grand; my things 
are there. To-morrow I shall be across 
the Channel.” 

She swung her chair round toward 
the room. 

“Am I going alone?” 

“No,” he said, decidedly. “I want you 
to wait a day.” 

“With you?” 

“No, but for me. 
to the Court.” 

“To give me away?” 

He had been staring at the dark 
mirror. He turned his face slowly to- 
ward her with a smile. 

“T suppose I need not deny that,’ he 
said. “I shall not give you away, even 
for your good; you know that.” 

“Then for what are you going?’ 

“You’re making a mistake,” he said, 
ignoring her question. “If you must 


I’m going down 
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leave your husband, you should go by 
the front door; it’s a higher class of 
exit, pleasanter, more modern, and more 
effective; besides, it prevents the good 
man running after you with a posse of 
detectives.” 

“Do you think he'll do that?” she 
groaned. 

“Doubtless; perhaps offer a reward. 
Now, to avoid that and live secure, 
you'll grant me a day’s grace, won't 
you—and wait?” 

“T shall be trusting you,” she said. 

“And now you'd better go. I have 
to catch the nine-fifteen, isn’t it? And 
I’m very certain you’ve had no din- 
ner.” 

“Besides, appearances!” she mocked. 

“Yes; or non-appearances, as at pres- 
ent,” he replied, unruffled. “If you'll 
wait I’ll call a hansom.” 

But she said she would go down with 
him; and after a glance at her frock, a 
traveling one, before the mirror, opened 
the door as he relit the lamp. He fol- 
lowed her along the dusk of the pas- 
sage to show her the way, but she 
stopped abruptly on the edge of the 
stairs, throwing back her head so that 
it nearly struck him. 

“Kiss me,” she whispered. 

“No,” he said, quietly; “you’re not 
mine to kiss.” 

She bent her right arm back with a 
quick movement behind his head, and 
drew his lips down to her face. 

“Ah! if it were only a question of 
possession,” she sighed, as she pressed 
them to her own. 

She turned on the stairs and looked 
back at him. 

“You don’t resent it?” she inquired. 

“Why should 1?” 

“Oh, because you’re not mine to kiss, 
I suppose.” 

“Ah! that’s your affair,” he smiled. 

At the hall door she suggested that, 
being bound for Waterloo, he might 
accompany her. 

“T’m afraid of you,” he said. 

“You needn’t be,” she murmured. 
“T’m done.” 

In the end she waited while he packed 
a bag, and they drove together under the 
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withered planes through the park to her 
hotel. But she declined to alight. 

“You promised to be good,” he re- 
minded her. 

“T’m good—good as gold—I wouldn't 
touch you for the world, but I’m go- 
ing to see you off. Jim, do let me! [’ll 
come straight back and eat no end of 
dinner; I will, really!) But I must say 
good-by to you there!” 

“Why ?” 

“Oh, vou wouldn't understand; it’s 
a presentiment.” 

“Presentiments are all stuff.” 

“Ves, I know; so are women; but one 
has them both in—hansoms. Jim!” 

“All right; but only to the station, 
not inside!” 

She assented, and they parted, finally, 
with a feminine complexity of fare- 
well, under the glass-roofed entry; 
South arriving on the platform to dis- 
cover that the nine-fifteen had been ad- 
vanced ten minutes since the first of 
the month, and that, thanks to Rosa- 
mond’s presentiments, he had lost the 
last train to Vevne St. Marv’s by a few 
seconds. 

V. 

Vexed as he was with the woman who 
had barred the way, he was almost 
minded, driving back, to acquaint her 
with his failure. 

The inclination was perverse and not 
in his sanest manner; but her presence 
had overpowered him that night as an 
inhaled narcotic; something diffusive 
in her strong, warm beauty, filling his 
room, had numbed him as he breathed it. 

But his senses came again in the 
night air, and he kept on, after cross- 
ing the river, by the abbey, and his 
homeward way. 

He had left his key behind him, and 
learned, on entering, that a gentleman 
awaited him above. 

“Who?” he inquired, and was told 
Lord Veynes. 

“Said as ’e couldn’t afford to miss 
you, sir; so ’e’d wait, and take ’is 
chance.” 

South always faced trouble, but he 
went more slowly upstairs. The door 


of his room was ajar, the lamp had been 


relit upon the table, and soused in its 
shaded dome of light was the figure of 
a man, stretched along the big chair 
before the fire. Veynes did not respond 
to his host’s hail of welcome; his eyes 
were staring into the shadowy mirror; 
and his face reflected there was like a 
ghostlight on the glass. 

Knowing something of his visitor’s 
moods, South took no notice of his si- 
lence, but, drawing a chair beside him, 
brought his hand down on the other’s 
fingers with an exclamation of abu- 
sive kindliness. 

One speaks of words frozen on the 
lips, but those seemed frozen in the 
air, ringing with an awful icy vibra- 
tion in the silent room, as South started 
back, dumb with horror, for the hand 
upon which his had fallen was damp 
with the grip of death. 


Of the days which followed, South 
could never give a complete account. A 
stranger to sorrow, almost, indeed, to 
every ruinous emotion, the scenes he 
witnessed seemed to alter the spacing 
of the hours so that no two were of a 
length. 

The noise and crush of daily life were 
suddenly muted, as though death had 
closed a door and shut them out; and 
within, behind the bolted silence of 
despair, were tears, sad talk, mourning 
darkness, and the melancholy business 
of the dead, haunted, as with pale marsh 
lights, by the pitiful inquisition in the 
dead eyes which he had closed. 

His consolation, in that dreary time, 
was that he bore half the burden of its 
grief. 

The earl knew nothing of his son’s 
death but what the doctors could tell 
him, for Lady Veynes, with a curious, 
but to her a natural, discretion had kept 
the motive of her movements a secret 
even from her maid. 

So the two chief agents in the tragedy 
carried the weight of it between them, 
aid alone heard the inquest verdict of 
“an overstrained heart,” with the deso- 
late knowledge of all it meant—South 
with dry eyes, so dry that their color 
seemed faded, and hers so wet that they 
seemed mixed with their tears. 
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He had feared once, only once, that 
she would forget the righteous necessi- 
ties of her secret, and admit another, 
with cruel penitence, to its miserable 
pale. 

It was on her first entry to the room 
where the body was lying, the earl sit- 
ting by it, his face almost as gray and 
sharp as that of the dead. One of his 
hands was on his son’s, the other crept 
presently to Rosamond’s golden hair. 
She had dropped on her knees beside 
the bed, her eyes buried in the cover- 
let, her arms flung out across it, moan- 
ing an inarticulate torrent of useless 
tenderness, and penitence, and despair. 
Her head was shaken by its sorrow like 
a yellow leaf, but the old man’s grief 
ran silently, as a stream that dries upon 
its stones. 

That was the one occasion when 
South had distrusted the charity and 
shrewdness of her discretion; after that 
his doubts were at rest. She was every- 
thing a woman could be who would 
not sink her duties in sorrow, and South 
often wondered what the earl would 
have done without her. 

He had beside ample reason for sur- 
prise. Her delicate little performance 
as a woman of affairs for the benefit of 
the lawyers, her equally fine and far 
more difficult personation before the 
family as lady paramount, were revela- 
tions of an ability he had been indis- 
posed to admit. 

He called it mummery to himself, but 
there was a dreary earnestness and ef- 
fort in it which gave his slight the lie. 
He would not see the whiteness of her 
face, or the sorrow in her clouded eyes; 


and for a curious reason, because her 
grief left him, and it seemed with de- 
liberate intention, in the cold. 

She bore it with a certain stiffness 
of control as a burden she was too 
proud to share, yet which bent her into 
measured steps. 

But South, who felt himself almost 
an accessory to her fate, could better 
have endured complaint; he would 
sooner have been hated, so he told 
himself, 

So, since that memorable morning 
when she had flung a crumb of toast 
across the table at the gravity on his 
face, gray as it was with its news, and, 
afterward, in anguish and self-contempt, 
laid her sobbing head among the break- 
fast things, South had doubted every- 
thing about her but her charm. 

Yet her sorrow proved, as he was 
finally to discover, exceedingly sincere ; 
it outlasted even his demands upon it; 
but it lived, as all her clouds, in a windy 
sky ; and broke, and blew over. 

Ere that, however, or the lightening 
of her widow’s crape, a fresh link was 
welded from her life, which gave the 
sad earl a joy in his old age, and a 
despot to Veynes Court. 

South used to run down, sometimes, 
on the summer evenings, to watch Lady 
Veynes, the earl and his grandson play- 
ing like three children in the dappled 
sunlight on the lawn. 

Or, at least, if there were other rea- 
sons for his appearance, he was not on 
thinking terms with them. 

Lady Veynes was. She thought, 
moreover, that his visits were far too 
few. 
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That twixt us two the selfsame thought should be: 

“So this was she!’’ your long glance spake aloud; 
And I, to my own heart, “So this ts she!” 
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T is delightful to tall 
to a bishop,” smiled 
Egeria; “it immedi- 
ately becomes a seri- 
ous duty to be frivo- 
lous.” 

“And why, pray?” 
The bishop looked 
slightly bewildered. 

“To afford you the pleasures of con- 
trast. To convince you from the start 
that one woman does not seek priestly 
counsel, nor intend to bore you with the 
vagaries of her soul.” 

The bishop smiled benignly, depre- 
catingly and yet comprehendingly. He 
even shook his head in paternal and 
playful admonition. 

“Oh, I know us,” Egeria assured 
him. “A woman, if she is ydung, is 
always either occupied with her heart 
or her soul. When the one absorbs 
her the other doesn’t. When she’s in 
love she forgets all about her soul. 
When she’s out of love she turns to it 
again. Then she yearns for incense, 
altar lights and a pale, young priest, 
who is willing to devote time and prayer 
to assuaging her spiritual doubts. She 
doesn’t care in the least to be spiritually 
directed by any well-fed, commonplace 
parson with a fat wife and a pack of 
rosy children. No, no, a wistful young 
ascetic, with hollows under his eyes— 
wan and worn with fasting and vigils. 
She is perfectly aware that he has ulti- 
mately not the ghost of a show; but she 
is entirely willing that he shall have a 
run for his money. In fact, she hopes 
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that the struggle may be keen and pro- 
longed. To play a game fish which is 
putting up the fight of its life is in- 
finitely more exciting than to languidly 
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reei in the line and secure a victim 
which has not made the least resist- 
ance.” 

The bishop smiled tolerantly, tap- 
ping his finger tips together. “Doubt- 
less correct, doubtless correct. Your 
astuteness and intellectual acumen have 
always elicited my admiration.” 

A sparkle of annoyance brightened 
Egeria’s eyes. 

“Checkmate,” she murmured, with a 
little bow of deference. 

The bishop raised his brows inno- 
cently. 

“Oh, you know,” continued Egeria, 
resentfully, “that there is one compli- 
ment a woman never forgives, and that 
is a tribute to her intellect at the ex- 
pense of her power of attraction. If 
the lure the serpent taught her is vain, 
then is her destiny barren, her desire 
unfulfilled.” 

“You deserved it,” laughed the 
bishop; “but, dear lady, have you ever 
paused to consider what a debt of grat- 
itude the world owes us? When I lis- 
ten to the outpourings of overcharged 
feminine hearts, and read the diaries, 
confessions and novels of innumerable 
women, I am forced to the conclusion 
that the church thoroughly understood 
one of the first needs of a woman’s 
heart when it established the confes- 
sional. Then man, with his restless, 
protesting conscience, did his best to 
estrange you from the consolation, and, 
in consequence, some eccentric, undis- 
ciplined creature now and again voices 
to the world the disorganized, hysterical 
feminine emotions which should have 
been discreetly sobbed into the ecclesi- 
astical ear, decently entombed in the si- 
lence of the confessional.” 
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There was a faint wrinkle of dis- 
pleasure in Egeria’s brow. “Admitted, 
admitted” — hastily — “and thank you 
kindly, dear bishop, for your little crit- 
icism-of us. It makes it quite possible 
for me to discuss the clergy if I wish. 
Now I can ask, without being imperti- 
nent, a question which has long puzzled 
me. Why is it that you prelates and 
the princes of the church are almost 
invariably tolerant, delightfully broad- 
minded and free from bias, while the 
rank and file are so frequently strenu- 
ous and discomposing? For instance, 
last summer I was thrown, through 
force of circumstances, with a sallow- 
faced, stoop-shouldered preacher, who 
always spoke of himself as ‘a minister 
of the gospel.” Whenever his dyspep- 
sia was especially severe he informed 
his parishioners that he had girded on 
his armor and was prepared to rebuke 
evil in high places, and that he would 
be recalcitrant to his trust if he did not 
lift up his voice to condemn civic rot- 
tenness and social degeneracy. His 
wife was ‘an estimable lady,’ with the 
figure of a suburbanite who only wears 
stays in the evening, and a pronounced 
taste for the clinging perfume of moth 
balls. No children having blessed their 
union, they decided to adopt some defi- 
nite aim in life. They were talking it 
over once when I was present. 

“There are the sick and the poor; I 
am sure there are plenty of them,’ sug- 
gested the lady. 

“Her husband looked at her scorn- 
fully, and coldly remarked that that 
field was full of reapers. 

“Oh, you mean to stand up openly 
in the pulpit and rebuke the rich men 
who make their money in queer ways!’ 
she exclaimed, excitedly. 

“*And offend half my wealthy pa- 
rishioners by branding them as thieves 
on insufficient evidence?’ he thundered. 
‘Are you insane?’ 

“Finally, however, being a shrewd 
creature, he solved the problem and in- 
cidentally won for himself a great deal 
of gratuitous advertising. They organ- 
ized a society for the suppression of 
bridge—aware that the public loves sen- 
sational details regarding women of 





position; the insidious cocktail—the 
public delights to know that the social 
leaders look too often upon the wine 
when it’s red; ostracising divorcées— 
women thus having the sanction of 
Heaven for attacking their own sex. 
Oh, it was a holy crusade in a teapot, 
and made him quite famous; and, bish- 
op, what do you think was the motto of 
the organization ?” 

The bishop shook his head. Mild 
curiosity was in his eyes; but the shake 
of his head was distinctly reproving. 

“The watchword chosen,” chuckled 
Egeria, “was, ‘Neither do I condemn 
thee.’ Now, bishop, tell me, please, 
what makes the difference between his 
type of man and yours?” 

A humorous twinkle shone in the 
bishop’s eye, then he leaned forward 
and whispered one word in Egeria’s 
ear: ‘“Money.” 

She laughed, and then returned to 
her muttons. “But, really, quite under 
the rose, do you not become fearfully 
bored sometimes by the various mani- 
festations of the -feminine tempera- 
ment?” 

“It may be a trifle self-conscious, a 
little inclined to regard itself patho- 
logically,” admitted the bishop, with 
caution. 

“Tt is frequently yellow,” said Egeria, 
decisively. “Why don’t you clergy- 
men and novelists occasionally tell us 
the truth?” 

“We must fill our churches and sell 
our books, I suppose,” returned the 
bishop, half whimsically, half regret- 
fully. “What would you say, Lady 
Egeria, if we put you in orders, and, 
disregarding St. Paul’s advice, let you 
occupy the pulpit? Would you thun- 
der denunciations at poor, defenseless 
women ?” 

“T’d have a fine time,” cried Egeria, 
her eyes alight. “I would do what 
you sermonizers and novel writers 
haven't the courage to do—just tell 
them the truth about themselves. Chide 
them for their frivolities and extrava- 
gances and vanities? Not I. They 
don’t care a straw for that. No, no, 
I should have a new evangel and a new 
text. It should be: ‘Play the game 





102 AINSLEE'S 


gamely, and don’t whine if you lose.’ 
Now, bishop, confess that you never 
meet a strange woman that you do not 
observe a speculative gleam in her eye 
which long experience has taught you 
to interpret as: ‘How soon can I tell 
him my troubles?’ ” 

“Poor ladies! You have so many,” 
sighed the bishop, sympathetically. 

“Of course we have, we multiply 
them by three. To sedulously observe 
all tragic and harrowing anniversaries 
is a part of our religion. ‘It’s just five 
years ago to-day since Edwin left me 
for another,’ she says, mournfully, and 
then, shrouding herself in gloom, lives 
over each poignant, past moment. If 
anyone ask the cause of her dejected 
demeanor, she murmurs, in a sad, sweet 
voice: ‘It is an anniversary. Would 
you like to hear of my grief?’ 

‘But what does a man do? He says: 
‘Jove! It’s just a year ago to-morrow 
since Jemima was run down by an au- 
tomobile. I must keep myself well 
amused or it may be a depressing occa- 
sion,’ 

“Seriously, bishop, if I were you, I’d 
have a phonograph in my study, and 
the moment a woman set foot within 
the door it should begin that good old 
hymn: ‘Go bury thy sorrow, the world 
hath its share.’ ” 

“But what can the poor things do,” 
asked the bishop, “if they may not turn 
to their clergyman for consolation and 
comfort ?” 

“Twang on Emerson’s iron string: 
‘Trust thyself... Why always twine 
about a pole, like a limp pea vine, and 
flop on the ground the minute the up- 
holding stick is withdrawn? Imagine 
the emotions oi the pole, if it were sen- 
tient! At first it would say: ‘Delicate, 
dainty pea vine, lean on me, the clasp 
of your myriad tendrils fills me with 
rapture. How sweet is your adorable 
dependence!’ jut in time: ‘Oh! 
stifling, smothering pea vine, I am suf- 
focated by your deadening passivity. 
Would I could tear myself free from 
vour throbbing tendrils.’ ” 

“You evidently believe in the dead 
burying their dead,” said the bishop, 
meditatively. 


“No sounder philosophy was ever en- 
joined on a living world. Let the dead 
—dead pasts, dead lives, dead loves, 
dead memories—bury their dead. Ah, 
bishop, the great art of life is the art 
of forgetting.” 

“You, Madame Egeria, are inclined 
to philosophize.” 

“Sir, do not remind me of it! When 
we offer sacrifices at the altar of laugh- 
ter, you may look for gray hairs and 
crows’ feet. Tears and passion belong 
to youth: that season of fleeting and ex- 
quisite joys, of tragic and fugitive 
griefs, of tempestuous and restless long- 
ings. Youth, with the passionate voice 
of Maurice de Guerin, cries eternally: 
‘The road of the wayfarer is a joyous 
one. Ah, who shall set me adrift upon 
the waters of the Nile?’ ” 

“And in maturity we learn to fold 
our hands and stop our ears and take 
refuge in the commonplace.” The 
bishop’s tone was tinged with bitter- 
ness. 

“Ah, no, no!” Egeria was vehement. 
“We learn that the Nile, with its 
dream-haunted shores, flows by our 
door; that wherever a patch of sun- 
light falls is beauty, wherever a morn- 
ing-glory blows is art.” 

The bishop fell in with her mood. 
“That is it. Maturity is nothing if it 
is not expansion. 


“Tis life of which our nerves are scant. 
*Tis life, not death, for which we pant, 
More life and fuller life.” 


He loved to quote. 

“Yes,” exclaimed Egeria, “ ‘more life, 
fuller life, more work, more play, more 
experience, more of the dreams that 
scale the stars, more of the splendid, 
inexorable life of earth. But’—look- 
ing at him doubtfully—‘“we are getting 
horribly didactic and prosy, and we are 
a thousand miles away from the femi- 
nine temperament.” 

“Ts there anything left of it?” in- 
quired the bishop, mildly. 

Egeria ignored him. “You have only 
expressed yourself guardedly, while I 
have talked and talked,” she complained. 

“T shall be equally fluent.” The 




















twinkle shone again in his eye. “But 
my opinion is given in confidence. I 
throw myself on your discretion.” 
“Assuredly,” murmured Egeria. 
“Very well, then”—lowering his 
voice—“I am like the old Englishman 
who said: ‘I have always found a most 


horrid, romantic perverseness in your 
sex. 


To do and to love what you 
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should not is meat, drink and vesture 
to you all.’ And I also know that— 


“Every day her dainty hands make life’s 
soiled temple clean, 

And there’s a wake of glory where her spirit 
pure hath been. 

At midnight through the shadow-land her 
living face doth gleam, 

The dying kiss her shadow, and the dead 
smile in their dream.” 














IN THE GARDEN 


“THE lily lifts her bridal whiteness up, 
And leans a list’ning to th’ impassioned rose, 
The dewdrop answer trembles in her cup, 
Shines on her silver lip and overflows. 
They lean and love for all the world to see, 
But thou, my love, thou lean’st no more to me! 


Oh, mocking-bird, that bosomed in the height 
Of yon magnolia, warblest all alone 
Thy liquid litany of heart-delight, 
While the pure moon steps slowly tow’rd her throne. 


Lo! 


Thou hast lured all joy to soar with thee, 


And thou, my love, thou sing’st no more to me. 


Oh, one white star in all the blue abyss! 

Oh, trembling star that lookest on my pain! 
So shook my soul beneath his parting kiss, 

So waits my heart, alone and all in vain. 
Oh, Night, sweet Night, I bare my grief to thee— 
Oh, world, far off, give back my love to me! 





MarcGaret Houston. 












went away 
tom 
A gonquitt 
I was not, 
even by the 
most ego- 
tisti¢c 
stretch of my imagination, a very im- 
portant or an overwhelmingly popular 
person in the community. The girls 
from the village did not swarm out to 
the farm to see me; they did not hang 
upon my words with reverent attention. 
Even during the two years when I was 
at college, my holidays were not periods 
of public rejoicing; my clothes were 
not copied or my style of hairdressing 
regarded with imitative admiration. 
But ever since I went to New York 
the attitude of my acquaintances has 
changed. At first I was touched and 
flattered by the interest which all my 





old companions took in me when I came - 


home; gradually, however, it glim- 
mered upon my consciousness that it 
was not myself, but the glamour of the 
great city, which drew them—as though 
the atmosphere of New York were a 
tangible thing, and shreds of it clung to 
me through the long journey down into 
this remote country. I think I was a 
little more touched, though not so flat- 
tered, when I learned this; there is 
something pathetic to the initiated in 
the eager wonderment and awe of the 
neophyte. 

Sometimes the girls have asked my 
advice, confiding to me their yearnings 
to leave home, to make “careers” for 
themselves in the world. And when I 
try—as perhaps I too often do—to dis- 
courage them, they look at me re- 
proachfully, mutely accusing me of a 
selfish refusal to share with them pleas- 
ures and glories. They talk of the the- 
aters, the opera, books, pictures, the 








glittering press of life, as 
though a ticket to New York 
insured one these things. I 
talk of loneliness and dis- 
comfort, of the pinch of 
poverty. They speak of en- 
larged horizons; and I of 

the hall bedrooms which 
would bound the outlook of most of 
them. They glow with the thought of 
new friendships; and I dash their ar- 
dor with tales of isolation, of snubs in 
the effort to escape isolation, of tawdry 
relationships begun for the sake of 
mere companionship. But their eyes 
are always full of incredulity. And 
sometimes, remembering the delights 
which were no less a part of my life 
in the big city than the depression, re- 
membering the wholesome joy of work, 
the natural pride of feeling oneself an 
integral part of the great onward-press- 
ing stream of life; yes, and remem- 
bering the sweet and the bitter-sweet 
that came to me there, I wonder if my 
prohibitive wisdom is not a little hypo- 
critical. Would I myself forego any of 
my New York experiences? 

Sometimes it has seemed to me that 
my own adventures—or lack of adven- 
tures—set down as plainly and truth- 
fully as I can recall them, might be of 
more illuminating, perhaps—perhaps— 
of more deterrent, effect than all my 
spoken generalizations. For though my 
existence had its peculiar features, rose 
to its individual climaxes, yet in the 
main it was typical—the duplicate in 
most essentials of that of thousands and 
thousands of young women, not greatly 
gifted, who come to New York to seek 
their fortunes. 

I shall never forget how the whole 
thing came about. I was in the poultry 
yard, doctoring some of my chickens 





for the pip, when I heard a great puff- 
ing and chugging in the road. 


It was 
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the Hennens’ automobile, and instead 
of dashing past the house, scattering 
terror before it, it snorted itself to a 
standstill before our old carriage block. 
I knew that mother’s annual ordeal was 
before her, and I half laughed as I went 
on forcing the broilers’ throats open. 

Mother hated the yearly visitation of 
Mrs. Hennen with all the intensity of 
her very gentle, very proud nature. 
Thirty-five years before she and Letitia 
Bland had been the rival belles of the 
Agonquitt region, and the legend was 
that Letty Bland had taken to her bed 
for three days when mother’s engage- 
ment to father was made known, and 
that she went to visit relatives in East- 
port at the time of the marriage. After 
a triumph like that, no wonder mother 
hated the magnificent summer descent 
upon her of Mrs. Letitia Hennen, wid- 
ow of the oil-field king, mother of 
George Hennen, the banker, broker, 
yachtsman and what not; of Mrs. Le- 
titia Hennen, owner of the feudal castle 
on the shore three miles from the vil- 
lage, whose splendors put to utter rout 
the modest opulence of all the rest of 
Agonquitt’s summer colony. I was al- 
ways sorry for mother at the season of 
her recurrent Nemesis, and yet I was 
always amused at the thought of time’s 
revenges. 

To-day, when i had finished doctor- 
ing the broilers, I strolled into the 
house and greeted the great lady. She 
was a kind, stout, motherly soul—very 
gorgeous in raiment, very imposing in a 
white pompadour; her good-natured, 
round face always looked forth half be- 
wilderedly between the effort of her 
dressmaker and that of her hair- 
dresser. This time her eyes were frank- 
ly wet as she took my hand and patted 
it. 

“And so you've lost your dear fa- 
ther,” she said. “And you’ve come 
home from college—what a pity, my 
dear! And you’ve been down to Bangor 
and learned stenography—what a brave 
girl you are, your father’s own daugh- 
ter—and you're selling broilers to the 
hotel; why not to me, my child?” 

Mother’s cheeks were pink with bad- 
ly suppressed mortification, her eyes 


sparkled, her lips were on the quivering 
point. . 

“Thank you ever so much, Mrs. 
Hennen,” I interposed, hastily, before 
mother could say anything. “but the 
Agonquitt House contracted for them 
all. Next year ? 

“But I must do something for you,” 
the dear, kind lady blundered on. “It’s 
all too sad; it’s too like your déar fa- 
ther’s own case. You've heard how he 
had to come back from college to take 
charge of the farm when his father had 
the stroke, and he—your father, I 
mean, dear, not your grandfather—had 
so wanted to be ’ 

“Of course Ellen knows all about 
that,” interrupted mother, icily. “And 
I would have done anything to spare her 
the sacrifice’—her voice grew human 
again—“‘but 4 

“T’m sure she knows everything there 
is to know already”’—Mrs. Hennen 
beamed, benignly. “And stenography ! 
My, my! Doesn’t it make you feel ig- 
norant, Marietta? And so you're going 
to get a position in Bangor or Portland, 
your mother says, in the fall?” 

I nodded. Mrs. Hennen looked at 
me with an air of silly, puzzled admira- 
tion. Suddenly she clapped her hands 
—the fingers were like little bleached 
sausages in the tight, white gloves. 

“The very thing!” she cried. “You 
shall be George’s private secretary. 
His Miss O’Dowd is going to be mar- 
ried in October. The very thing! I'll 
speak to him to-night.” 

She puffed up, the kind lady, and 
kept saying, “Not a word, not a word; 
I won’t hear a word against it; not a 
word, Marietta, not one, Ellen, my 
dear.” And she panted off, leaving 
mother on the verge of tears, and me 
quivering with excitement. 

“A favor from Letty Bland I will 
not endure!” mother proclaimed. “I 
will not endure her patronage.” Then 
she broke down entirely and sobbed: 
“Oh, I can’t stand in your way, my 
poor little girl, and I can’t bear to let 
you go so far from me.” 

The end of the whole matter was that 
the close of September found me on 
the way to New Yark, warmly clad in 
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the clothes over which mother had red- 
dened her pretty eyes and pricked her 
pretty fingers, an emergency fund of a 
hundred and twenty-five dollars—those 
blessed broilers !—in a chamois bag be- 
tween myexcellent woolens and my stout 
muslins, a room in the Margaret Louisa 
Home engaged for me for any period 
up to a month. Our clergyman’s wife 
had recommended that refuge, and 
mother’s premonitions of battle, murder 
and sudden death for me grew a little 
less insistent when she had been finally 
convinced that I could go almost with- 
out change of cars from the safety of 
Agonquitt to that most evangelical of 
shelters. 

Oh, the tremors, the breathlessness, 
the excitement, of that journey! Oh, 
the fairly dizzy rapture and pain of it! 
I had a vision of streets brilliant with 
lights, of a press of carriages, of shops, 
flowers, buildings; of unknown faces, 
each one the possibility of interest, the 
invitation to adventure, and I exulted. 
Then I saw the big, square house where 
I had been born, shabbily in need of 
paint; the lonely fields sloping away 
from it, the woods of yellow birch and 
pine, the lonely blue reaches of our 
Northern bays, and my mother sitting 
in her poor black frock alone by the 
fire in the early evening. Then I stran- 
gled sobs behind my clinched teeth. 

My journey from Agonquitt had been 
broken by one night’s stay in Portland 
with our second cousins. Mother re- 
garded a sleeping car as an unpermis- 
sible atrocity — and wider experience 
compels me to share her views—and I 
made the trip by daylight stages. No 
one had paid any particular attention 
to me; no adventure had paused by my 
chair in the car. Nothing happened 
until I emerged from the train into the 
murky, glittering evening at the Grand 
Central Station. Then for a few min- 
utes I was really dazed. 

I had spurned the assistance of por- 
ters, being forewarned of tips, and I 
carried my bag through the yard toward 
the street. There I gasped and nearly 
reeled. Never had I heard such a 


clamor, or seen such a whirl and tangle 
of lights, such regklessness of darting 
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figures, such insistent greed of beckon- 

ing fingers and whips. 
“Keb, keb, keb, keb!” 

ing din rang in my ears. 


keb, keb!” 


The madden- 

“Keb, keb, 
The arms, the eyes, all 
echoed the cry. “Keb, keb, keb, 
keb——” Beyond the barricade of 
that shout there was tempest, turmoil, 
clatter; I turned and fled backward to- 
ward the train yard, which seemed to 
me calm and sane now, though a few 
minutes before it had been a smok- 
ing, roaring understudy for Purgatory. 
Never could I breast that tumultuous 
tide of madness without. 

Another train was unloading. I was 
jostled by a great many persons who 
had evidently determined to reach the 
bedlam on the sidewalk in less than 
half a second. I dodged. I looked for 
a uniform which might remain station- 


‘ary long enough for me to reach it. I 


saw one—baggage man, carriage start- 
er, train announcer, I didn’t know or 
care what—I made a sidewise dash for 
him and collided violently with a dress- 
suit case, whose owner towered several 
feet above. He muttered an apology, 
I muttered an excuse, and then we both 
stopped, to the damming of the torren- 
tial haste behind us. 

“Ellen Berwick!” 

“Bob Mathews!” 

Never had human face seemed to me 
so friendly as this one. Never had 
words sounded so honey-sweet as my 
name ejaculated by a voice which, if 
not lately familiar, was at least friendly 
and __ recognizable. The Agonquitt 
stamp was already the hall mark of 
worth, of excellence, in my mind. And 
Robert Mathews was Dr. Mathews’ 
son; no amount of Beaux-Arts-ing it, 
no amount of rising-young-architect-ing 
it, could alter that blessed fact. 

“Where are you going? Why are 
you here? Where is your mother? Oh, 
you are, are you? To the Maggie Lou! 
Why do I call it that? It’s a pet name 
for an excellent institution given by its 
intimate admirers. The George Hen- 
nens—you———”’ 

Questioning, answering, tossing in- 
formation back and forth as a Japanese 
juggler might balls, he somehow man- 























aged at the same time to deposit me and 
my bag in a cab. I breathed a sigh of 
relief to think that it was the driver’s 
problem and not mine safely to cross 
the noisy flood in front of the station. 

Sometimes since then I have mar- 
veled at the chance which caused me, 
just down from Maine, to collide with 
30b Mathews, just in from New Ro- 
chelle. But I have learned that it is a 
miracle of frequent occurrence that 
newcomers to Babylon should run upon 
acquaintances. It is only the old resi- 
dents who go abroad day after day and 
see no familiar face. 

Should I have gone back to Agon- 
quitt in despair of Forty-second Street 
if I had not met Bob? I suppose not. 
But how meeting him simplified the 
problem of reaching the Margaret 
Louisa! 

“T’ve a dinner engagement with a fel- 
low at the club to-night, or I should 
carry you off to dine with me,” said 
Bob, as the cab drew up in front of the 
brownstone building between the home- 
rushing roar of Broadway and the 
early evening glitter of Fifth Avenue. 
“But I'll tell you what I’m going to do: 
I’ll cut away early and see you before 
bedtime. I know some girls who keep 
bachelor’s hall in a Harlem flat, but 
they used to live in boarding houses, 
and I’ll telephone them for a list of ad- 
dresses and bring it around to you.” 

The door of the evangelical shelter 
swung open before me. I am not a 
timid person, but a chill crept up my 
backbone. There was something de- 
pressing in the air of prim rectitude 
that pervaded the hall. But Bob was 
gone, and my bag—by the way, it fad 
looked old-fashioned and shabby beside 
his in the cab—stood within the portals. 

I don’t know why I should have ex- 
pected the woman at the desk to beam 
upon me, or to have a brass band ready 
with a pean announcing that Ellen Ber- 
wick had come to town to conquer for- 
tune. But her politeness was so im- 
personal, her civility so thinly cloaked 
her ennui, that I had difficulty in con- 
trolling the quiver of my lips. How 
friendly and dear the Agonquitt station 
suddenly seemed, with the neighbors 
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clustered on the platform with their 
little last gifts! 

“Oh, yes,” said the lady at the desk— 
“Berwick. Your pastor and Mrs. Hen- 
nen recommended you.” I felt that I 
was being weighed for a housemaid’s 
position, and the blood tingled behind 
my ears, but she went on indifferently : 
“Your trunk must be sent to the trunk 
room within twenty-four hours.” 

“It—it can’t have reached here yet,” 
I murmured. 

“Within twenty-four hours from the 
time when it does come.” I felt that I 
had been guilty of levity. 

“T thought,” I faltered, “since this is 
only a temporary—er—stopping place, 
that I wouldn’t entirely unpack——” 

“Within twenty-four hours. You 
need not unpack entirely. If it is ever 
necessary for you to get anything out 
of your trunk while you are here, you 
may be admitted to the trunk room. 
Jenkins, 44.” 

“When is dinner?” My question 
trailed between the desk and Jenkins, 
the elevator man, who miraculously 
preserved an air of jauntiness as he 
lounged at the door of his wire cage. I 
made up my mind to ask him how he 
did it. 

“Going on now.” The elevator 
slammed upon me, and I was borne 
aloft to a room of exquisite order and 
freshness. But either I saw double or 
there were two white beds, two oak 
bureaus, two oak wardrobes, two 

“This can’t be my room,” I pro- 
tested. 

“Oh, yes, miss,” declared the maid 
to whom I had now been delivered. 
“No more single rooms left. <A lovely 
lady has this one with you. You'll like 
her.”’ 

“But I don’t want 

The chambermaid passed lightly over 
the question of my desires. The door 
closed firmly upor my protests, and I 
proceeded to remove the marks of 
travel from my clothes and person. 

Oh, the Olympian indifference of the 
lady at the desk to my plea for a room 
by myself! In two seconds it reduced 
me from a state of angry protest to one 
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of humble gratitude that I had obtained 
any shelter at all. Oh, the big dining 
rooms, with the narrow tables, and 
women, women, women, packed along 
them! Oh, the hum of feminine 
voices, the shrill of feminine laughter, 
the weariness of feminine faces! Nev- 
er shall I forget how dreary my own 
sex seemed to me when I had my first 
sight of it, massed, unindividualized, 
hard working, poor, tired. I was sud- 
denly appalled at the number of us in 
New York—homeless, laboring, impov- 
erished ; for to dine at the Maggie Lou 
was tacit proclamation of all these 
things. 

The food was excellent—plain, home- 
ly, plentiful. It was handed dexterous- 
ly over one’s shoulders and planted 
firmly and noisily on the table. There 
was danger in unexpected movements 
while the waitresses scurried up and 
down the narrow aisles between the 
tables, as a young woman opposite me 
discovered. She leaned forward at a 
critical moment in her discourse to em- 
phasize the statement that “the fleece- 
lined cotton were quite as warm as the 
woolen”; and she jarred the waitress’ 
busy arm by her vivacity, receiving a 
stream of yellow squash down her back 
as penalty. 

At a desk, commanding an excellent 
view of both exits from the dining 
room, a lady sat with the same some- 
what morose expression of counte- 
nance which I was beginning to believe 
the universal New York badge. (Later 
I corrected this opinion. It is only the 
women doomed to constant dealing with 
their sisters in the mass who acquire 
it.) This particular woman had the 
presumably pleasant task of receiving 
the money of the diners. In return she 
gave them cards, without which egress 
would have been impossible, for other 
disillusioned persons guarded the doors, 
and only the surrender of the oily piece 
of pasteboard enalfled one to escape. 
During the whole period of my incar- 
ceration—I was about to say—in the 
Margaret Louisa I used to linger about 
the dining room hoping that some day 
some reckless, abandoned soul would 
attempt to flee without the delivery of 
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her card. But it never happened. 
Meekly, automatically, we all paid, re- 
ceived the token of payment, and 
slipped out into the wide halls. 

The parlor was a most inviting room, 
mellow in tint, comfortable in the cut 
of the chairs and sofas, and inviting 
with magazines and pictures. I wan- 
dered into it after my first dinner in 
New York. I turned the pages of the 
magazines, I looked at the pictures on 
the walls, and I wondered with all my 
powers of bewilderment why every oth- 
er woman who entered the apartment 
should immediately sit stiffly down, 
clasp her hands in her lap or against 
her stomach, and gaze at me reprov- 
ingly. As the number of these women 
grew, I became convicted in my mind 
of indecorous condtict, though I was 
only turning the pages of the North 
American Review. The rustle of the 
leaves sounded noisy, blatant even, in 
the ominous stillness. Suddenly I un- 
derstood why. 

A stout lady in widow’s weeds 
cleared her throat twice, warningly, and 
the after-dinner prayer meeting was 
upon us. The North American Re- 
view slid from my guilty fingers, and 
I almost lost my balance as I stooped 
to recover the magazine. Then I com- 
posed my features, folded my own 
hands and listened to the leader of the 
meeting. Once I raised my eyes, and 
through the door that led into the hall 
I saw Bob Mathews standing. He was 
staring into the parlor with an expres- 
sion of arrested protest and strangled 
mirth upon his nice, homely face. At 
that precise moment the worthy leader 
was besieging the throne of grace with 
intercessions for “the one new come 
among us,” and I felt vulgarly promi- 
nent. 

It did not last long, that prayer meet- 
ing, and when it was over there was a 
little gentle conversation. The leader 
had just advanced to me with a smile 
of professional kindness when Bob bore 
down upon me. She withdrew, disap- 
proval squaring her shoulders. My un- 
fortunate caller and I retired to the 
remotest corner of the room and con- 
versed in guilty whispers, alternated 























with sudden trumpet blasts of sound as 
we realized that our subdued manner 
was unnecessary and open to suspicion. 
All the others sat around and looked at 
us. They were all quite sure, I think, 
that the list of boarding houses with 
which Bob furnished me on departing 
was a document of very sinister im- 
port. 

The next morning, armed with this 
list and with one furnished by the un- 
interested lady at the office, I set out in 
search of a permanent abode. In 
Agonquitt I had seemed to myself a 
person of the furthest reaching pru- 
dence because I had left for New York 
a whole fortnight earlier than my en- 
gagement as Mr. Hennen’s stenog- 
rapher required. The two weeks were 
to be devoted to “settling comfortably” 
and to “learning the city thoroughly.” 
By the end of the first forenoon I asked 
myself bitterly if a year—if a lifetime— 
would suffice for either of these results. 

I had told six landladies that the hall 
bedroom I sought was for myself alone, 
and I had been banished at once, with- 
out further parley, from their presences. 
I was discouraged to learn that spin- 
sterhood, which we in Agonquitt regard 
as a state normal, admirable and even 
a little high-minded, was frowned upon 
here. The number of front doors that 
closed upon me because I could lay 
claim to no husband! 

I have never satisfactorily solved the 
problem of the average landlady’s dis- 
like for the single woman. Is the mar- 
ried boarder less addicted to bathroom 
laundry work? Does she consume less 
gas in the front hall and the parlor? Is 
she not so apt to keep the wearied pur- 
veyor of her meals and lodgings from 
the folding bed which adorns the front 
drawing room with a pretense of being 
a curio cabinet during the day? Or is 
it merely that even in these strenuous 
days of wage-earning women, a° hus- 
band seems to the medizval-minded 
landlady a guarantee of payment se- 
curer than any number of salaried posi- 
tions? I don’t know. I only know that 
my first forenoon’s search for a habita- 
tion was rendered uncommonly difficult 
because I could not assure six gimlet- 
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eyed landladies in rusty black that I was 
“wooed an’ married an’ all.” 

There were other ladies—a_ consid- 
erable number of them, too—who gave 
one look at my cloth turban, made by 
Miss Milly, our Agonquitt milliner ; 
and at my reefer, which Miss Keziah, 
who goes out by the day, had helped 
mother to make; and smilingly shook 
their heads. These informed me, inter- 
posing their plump persons between me 
and their stairways, as though they 
feared a forcible entrance on my part, 
that they had nothing which would 
suit me—nothing under twenty dollars 
a week. At first this abashed me, for 
ten dollars was the utmost which I 
could allow for lodgings and meals; and 
I departed, gurgling apologetically in 
my throat. Later, anger began to stir 
my pulses, and I gave these haughty 
ones level glance of scorn for level 
glance of scorn, and said: “Ah, I am 
looking for a suite of two rooms and 
bath; breakfast upstairs, of course; 
you have nothing of that sort?” And 
we separated in mutual incredulity and 
respect. 

During that day and the soul-racking, 
foot-blistering days that followed, I 
gained a fairly clear idea of what I 
might hope for in a boarding house 
for the small sum which I was pre- 
pared to spend. The cheaper places 
were, of course, the least attractive; the 
halls seemed dingier, the odor of 
dreary, bygone dinners more pervasive 
in them; the servants were more slat- 
ternly, the landladies themselves more 
rusty, dusty and depressing. There 
were innumerable parlors furnished in 
upholstery that made up in accumu- 
lated dust and aroma for what it had 
lost in freshness of color during the 
years of its service; there were fold- 
ing beds of every sort; there were lace 
curtains, and there were pier glasses be- 
tween the long front windows. Then, 
somewhere up on the top floor, there 
was a hall bedroom without a closet, 
without heat; but “the last lady”’— 
marvelously adaptable female! — had 
always found the hooks under the cam- 
bric curtain on the door an ample ref- 
uge for her gowns, and as for the tem- 
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perature, she had been compelled to 
keep her window open during most of 
the winter before, so intense was the 
heat from the hall. She had moved, ap- 
parently, in search of a harder spirit- 
ual discipline than she could obtain 
among such comfortable surroundings. 
Certainly there was no other reason for 
her leaving. 

Sometimes, departing from the lists 
furnished me, I stumbled upon wonder- 
ful places where “cozy corners” greatly 
prevailed, and where the landladies 
wore trailing negligées of soiled pink or 
blue instead of the tight-fitting black 
uniform of the other houses. When- 
ever such a meeting inadvertently oc- 
curred, the gorgeous landlady and I 
were always as eager as civility would 
permit to see the last of each other. 

Then there were other places—airy, 
clean and bright, with parlors. guiltless 
of any suggestion of the folding bed, 
with graceful furnishings, efficient serv- 
ants, cheerful landladies. But these 
were always either “full”—I don’t won- 
der—or what they had left was far be- 
yond my humble means. : 

I wandered through the unhomelike 
splendors of the woman’s hotel, by and 
by. Here at least there would be no 
question of boarding house parlor eti- 
quette — there were successions of 
charming, big, airy, handsomely fitted- 
out parlors; there were tea rooms, 
there were libraries and writing rooms. 
The bedrooms themselves—simple, sun- 
ny, clean—were charming, with their 
chintz-frilled cots and their substantial- 
ly made wooden pieces. Here I could 
live, by a pretty rigid system of econ- 
omy, for nine dollars a week—four for 
my tiny bedroom, five for my breakfasts 
and dinners. I would have to share the 
sparkling white and nickel bathroom 
with only two others. 

I was not one of those haughty souls 
who revolted at the rule forbidding 
masculine callers above the parlor 
floors; in the first place, I had not been 
long enough in New York to know that 
young women ever did receive callers 
save in drawing rooms of some descrip- 
tion, and in the second, I didn’t expect 
any callers for a long time. Once Rob- 


ert Matthews saw me safely settled, I 
knew that his neighborly kindness 
would dwindle; and he was my only 
possible visitor at present. No, one 
might be very comfortable at the 
woman’s hotel, I was sure—if one 
could overcome a prejudice against be- 
ing one of a mass. I had been long 
enough at the Margaret Louisa to 
know that I abhorred whatever savored 
of an institution, and all women in bulk, 
so to speak. Even a dingy hall room in 
a dreary boarding house, with the 
fumes of old.dinners wrought into the 
very web of the carpets, and a lacka- 
daisically suspicious landlady, seemed 
better and more homelike to me than 
the comforts and luxuries of a big femi- 
nized institution. At least, in the board- 
ing house, one could be an individual, 
something more than a number. 

However, though I had made up my 
mind to the boarding house, I did not 
come to it. And that was because of 
the unwelcome other occupant of the 
room at the Margaret Louisa. She had 
proved to be a wholesome, graceful, 
rather tall woman of thirty-three or so. 
She had none of my rustic air of sul- 
len doubt when she met strangers. She 
was polite, uninquisitive, even uninter- 
ested. Her attitude was the perfection 
of civil indifference;. she would have 
been an ideal woman to occupy the op- 
posite section on a_ transcontinental 
train, or the other berth in a trans- 
atlantic stateroom, for she was perfectly 
considerate, unfamiliar and impersonal. 
She told me that she had just come 
from a summer abroad—she was a 
teacher of some handicraft in a trade 
school for girls—and that she was stay- 
ing at the Margaret Louisa until “the 
doctor was through redecorating the 
house.”’ 

“Of course everyone makes fun of 
the Maggie Lou,” she said, “but I find 
it an admirable refuge. It is in the 
center of the town; it’s clean, cheap 
and respectable; it charges a fair price 
for the accommodations it offers, so 
that there’s no taint of philanthropy 
about it—though sometimes the man- 
agers seem to forget that. One doesn’t 
come here for society. Once one knows 
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its little red-tape rules, and how to keep 
them from interfering with one’s per- 
sonal liberty, it’s a very comfortable 
place.” 

It developed that a woman physician 
of Miss Putnam’s acquaintance had a 
small house on West Eleventh Street, 
the upper floors of which she let to 
women lodgers. 

“Of course she know5§ us all,” said 
Miss Putnam. “It’s really very con- 
venient. There aren’t more than six of 
us; we are absolutely independent, 
without being brutally isolated. Dr. 
Lyons serves us all with breakfast in 
our rooms, and leaves us to solve the 
luncheon-dinner problem for ourselves. 
It’s a charming, old-fashioned house, 
and she has furnished it in character.” 

I sighed bitterly. Dr. Lyons’ six 
lodgers paid her five dollars and a half 
a week for their rooms and their simple 
breakfasts—as little as I should have to 
pay at the huge caravansary which I 
was even then considering—and they 
had a home! I could have wept over 
the inequalities of life. 

Later I wept in very truth. Robert 
had sent me a note inviting me to a 
glee-club concert. I had accepted the 
invitation. Then I had rubbed my ach- 
ing body with witch hazel—it’s no small 
athletic feat to climb to the top of twen- 
ty-seven New York houses in one day 
—and I had lain down to rest. A little 
before seven I bethought me of clothes. 
The black silk which mother had made 
for me, with its pretty chemisette and 
cuffs of real Val and Indian mull, and 
my black net hat with white roses, lay 
in the trunk in the trunk room. I made 
up my mind to swallow a hasty din- 
ner, invade the cellar and carry my 
poor little finery upstairs after dinner, 
so as to be ready for Bob at eight. At 
seven-fifteen, having eaten all that I 
could in the banging, crowded, steam- 
ing dining room, I approached the of- 
fice and made known my wish to go to 
the trunk room. 

“Trunk room closes at seven,” 
snapped the waitress of destiny. 

Nor could any tale of my needs, any 
indignation concerning the high-handed 
retention of my property, move her 


from that statement. I went to my 
room and wept with rage. Bob im- 
pressed me nowadays as a stylish youth. 
How would he like taking me to a mu- 
sicale in a short black skirt, a reefer and 
that dumpy turban? 

Upon my fit of pettishness in came 
Miss Putnam. She was politely ab- 
sorbed in her own chiffonier for a while. 
Then she turned to me with a comical 
air of balancing the fear of intrusive- 
ness against a friendly desire to help. 

“Ts it—can I do anything for you?” 
she asked finally. 

“You can tell that wretched martinet 
downstairs what I think of her, if you 
have sufficient command of language,” 
I rejoined, wiping my eyes furiously. 
Then I told her my tale of woe. She 
laughed. Then she _ hesitated and 
blushed. 

“T’m just home from Paris, as I told 
you,” she said. “I’m not going out to- 
night. And I knew the Margaret 
Louisa well enough to unpack for an 
emergency. We're about of a height 
—would you think me desperately im- 
pertinent if—if in 

And she actually offered to lend me 
some clothes. And I—I, Ellen Berwick, 
of Agonquitt, where all borrowing is 
regarded as criminally unthrifty, and 
where the borrowing of finery would 
seem degenerately frivolous as well—I 
went to that musicale at the Waldorf 
in an absolute confection of heavy black 
lace over white silk, and a hat all 
white tulle and roses and jet! Robert 
whistled rudely as he saw me. 

“Is this the way they do things in 
Agonquitt now?” he asked. 

And from something I overheard him 
saying to a lovely young  matron- 
patroness in a peach-colored crépe, I 
gathered that he had somewhat apolo- 
getically prepared her to be kind to a 
nice little rustic from his old home. 
Thus clothes, as adornments and not 
merely coverings, made their first dis- 
tinct appeal to me; it was the voice of 
New York, if I had only known it. 

I blessed Theresa Putnam that even- 
ing, but how much more did I bless her 
when toward the end of the fortnight 
she burst into our joint abode with 
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something less than her usual calm of 
manner, and cried: 

“Clorinda Dorset isn’t coming back to 
the Medical School this year. Do you 
want to meet Dr. Lyons? For if you 
do, and you like her and she likes 
you re 

I did not let her finish. 

“Do you mean that there’s a chance 
for me in the Eleventh Street house?” 
I demanded. I had been to seven board- 
ing houses in furthest Harlem that day 
and had heard seven boarding house 
keepers declare that the time from One 
Hundred and Eighteenth Street to Wall 
was twenty minutes! 

3y the next morning my trunk had 
been rescued from the cave of the 
trunks, and stood, unstrapped and un- 
locked, in my _ sloping-roofed, attic 
room in the old-fashioned house of Dr. 
Lyons. The sunlight poured in through 
two dormer windows. There were dim- 
ity curtains at them. There was a blue- 
and-white, hit-or-miss rag rug on the 
floor. There was a fireplace; there 
were old-fashioned chairs that might 
have come out of an Agonquitt attic; 
there was a plain table, with blotters on 
it and bookshelves above; there was a 
cot covered with an old homespun blue- 
and-white cover. There were potted 
geraniums and primroses on the wide 
window shelves. I sat down and fairly 
rocked in my delight. 

“An attic!” I exclaimed. “Oh, I 
didn’t believe there was one in all New 
York. And a rag carpet ‘5 

But the language of jubilation failed. 

Well, my fortnight of grace was 
ended. I was housed, by a kindly mir- 
acle and no skill of my own, comfort- 
ably, charmingly, not expensively. I 
was a lucky young woman! 

I polished my boots to the highest 
pitch of brilliancy, I set my stock on 
at the most accurate angle, and I pro- 
ceeded to Mr. George Hennen’s office 
to gladden his heart with the informa- 
tion that I had arrived. 

He received me with some embarrass- 
ment—a good-looking, slender, boyish 
man with an inattentive manner. 

“T had meant to write,” he murmured. 
“Really, it has been unpardonable. But 








I didn’t know until last week, and—it 
is really unpardonable.” 

A cold chill gripped me. Was I not 
to have the position, after all? I sat 
very rigid, my fingers frozen in their 
stiff calfskin gloves. 

“What is it, Mr. Hennen?’ I asked. 
“Please tell me quickly.” 

“Oh, of course it can be arranged. 
I had meant to ask you to defer coming 
until the first of December. Miss 
O’Dowd’s wedding has been postponed 
until Christmas. But x 

Returning waves of warmth lapped 
me. After all, I was not to go penniless 
and positionless back to Agonquitt. 

“Oh, is that all?” I cried, in relief. 
“T think I can put in the two months to 
excellent advantage, Mr. Hennen.” 

“Do you, really?’ He brightened. 
“Are you—er—prepared—er a 

“Oh, quite,” I said, stiffly, though the 
emergency fund on my chest no longer 
seemed the oppressive weight it once 
had. 

“Tf not ” he floundered, evidently 
groping with some idea for my relief. 

I felt the color tingle in my cheeks. 
My mother’s hatred of “Letitia Bland’s”’ 
favors seemed to stiffen my neck. 

“Oh, but I am,” I declared. Then 
the door opened simultaneously with a 
rap. From the Axminster and rose- 
wood splendors of the outer office a 
man entered—tall, broad, lithe. His 
eyes, even in that first flash of them 
upon me, I knew to be gay, and his 
smooth-shaven lips had lines of laugh- 
ter about them. He glanced at me 
with a momentary pause in his en- 
trance. 

“Beg pardon, George. Ferritt said 
you were alone.” 

“It’s all right. Don’t go, Archie. I 
want you to meet Miss Berwick. Miss 
3erwick, Mr. Charter—the other mem- 
ber of the firm. Miss Berwick’s going 
to take Miss O’Dowd’s place, you re- 
member, Archie?” 

“Very much more than that, I think,” 
said Mr. Charter, smiling. And though 
there was something in the cool ap- 
praisal of his manner, in the implied fa- 
miliar compliment and criticism of his 
words, which made me flush with dis- 
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pleasure, yet when I met his mirthful, 
amused regard, I could not but smile in 
answer. 

There was a little more talk, and I 
went out, leaving my address with Mr. 
Hennen. There was an agreeable sense 
of buoyancy and exhilaration in the air. 
I could not fix my mind upon the 
gloomy fact that I was to be without 
employment and without salary for two 
months; I was only very sure that I 
should like the work in the office of 
Hennen & Charter, when I was ad- 
mitted to it. Meantime, I had a hazy 
recollection of all sorts of tempting 
advertisements which I had seen in the 
papers, asking for the services of just 
such able-bodied, well-educated young 


women as myself. To be an adventurer 
in industry for two months might be 
amusing; it might be profitable. And 
at the end of it there was the office of 
Hennen & Charter glowing like a com- 
fortable beacon for me. 

It was fortunate for my peace of 
mind that I could not forecast the fu- 
ture, and had no premonition of my 
initial experience as a laboring person. 
I was profoundly convinced of my abil- 
ity to “take care of myself’; I had a 
high respect for my own judgment. Had 
anyone suggested to me that my arro- 
gant self-confidence would nearly land 
me in court and almost cover me with 
notoriety, I should have dismissed the 
suggestion with a laugh. 





THE TWO RAPTURES 


‘Two raptures are there; one is of the spring; 
Life leaps down all her sources and is glad 
With gladness that enfolds each humblest thing. 
Furrows teem fragrant, trees with buds go mad; 
Music and color and a sunbright glee 
Turn sullen earth into sweet Arcady. 


The autumn’s rapture is a soberer wight, 
But deep in tender dreams and rich in rare 
Designs, and mellow harmonies of light. 
The hills lie steeped in memories most fair, 
The forests blaze with visions, and the year, 
Two-minded, mingles elegies of dearth 
With hopeful hymns of yet triumphant birth, 
When May returns, when Spring again is here. 


RICHARD BurTON. 











? “7 N order to understand 
= 1 this story there are a 
!i few points of infor- 

| mation concerning 
“Lonesome Huckle- 
berries” with which 
you ought to be ac- 
quainted. First, his 
nationality: Captain Jonadab Wixon 
used to say that Lonesome was “a little 
of everything, like a picked-up dinner ; 
principally Eyetalian and Portygee, | 
cal’late, with a streak of Gay Head In- 
jun.” Second, his name: To quote 
from the captain again, “His reel 
name’s long enough to touch bottom 
in the ship channel at high tide, so folks 
nater’lly got to callin’ him ‘Huckleber- 
ries,’ ‘cause he peddles them kind of 
fruit in summer. Then he mopes round 
so, with nary a smile on his face, that it 
seemed jest right to tack on the ‘Lone- 
some.’ So ‘Lonesome Huckleberries’ 
he’s been for the past ten year.” Add 
to these items the fact that he lived in 
a patchwork shanty on the end of a 
sandspit six miles from Wellmouth 
Port, that he was deaf and dumb, that 
he drove a liver-colored, balky mare that 
no one but himself and his daughter 
“Becky” could handle, that he had a 
fondness for bad rum, and a wicked 
temper that had twice landed him in 
the village lockup, and you have a fair 
idea of the personality of Lonesome 














Huckleberries. And, oh, yes! his de- 
coy ducks. He was a great gunner 


alongshore, and owned a flock of live 
decoys for which he had refused bids 
as high as fifteen dollars each. There, 
now I think you are in position to 
appreciate the yarn that Mr. Barzilla 
Wingate told me as we sat in the 
‘Lovers’ Nest,” the summerhouse on 


the bluff by the Old Home House, and 
watched the Greased Lightning, Peter 
Brown’s smart little motor launch, 
swinging at her moorings below. 

“Them Todds,’ observed Barzilla, 
“had got on my nerves. “T'was Peter’s 
ad that brought ’°em down here. You 
see, ‘twas ‘long toward the end of the 
season at the Old Home House, and 
Brown had been advertisin’ in the New 
York and Boston papers to ‘bag the left- 
overs,’ as he called it. Besides the reg’- 
lar hogwash about the ‘breath of old 
ocean’ and the ‘simple, cleanly livin’ of 
the bygone days we dream about,’ there 
was some new froth concernin’ huntin’ 
and fishin’. You'd think the wild 
geese roosted on the flagpole nights, 
and the bluefish clogged up the bay so’s 
you could walk on their back fins with- 
out wettin’ your feet—that is, if you 
wore rubbers and trod light. 

“*There!’ says Peter T., wavin’ the 
advertisement and crowin’ gladsome; 
‘they'll take to that like your temp’rance 
aunt to brandy coughdrops. We'll have 
to put up barbed wire to keep ’em off.’ 

““Humph!’ grunts Cap’n Jonadab. 
‘Anybody but a born fool’ll know there 
ain’t any shootin’ down here this time 


of year.’ 
“Peter looked at him sorrowful. 
‘Pop,’ says he, ‘did you ever hear that 


Solomon answered a summer hotel ad? 
This ain’t a Chautauqua, this is the Old 
Home House, and its motto is: “There’s 
a new sucker born every minute, and 
there’s twenty-four hours in a day.” 
You set back and count the clock ticks.’ 

“Well, that’s "bout all we had to do. 
We got boarders enough from that 
ridic’lous advertisement to fill every 


spare room we had, includin’ Jonadab’s 
Me and the cap’n had to 


and mine. 
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bunk in the barn loft; but there was 
some satisfaction in that—it give us an 
excuse to git away from the ‘sports’ in 
the smokin’ room. 

“The Todds was part of the haul. 
He was a little, dried-up man, single, 
and a minister. Nigh’s I could find out, 
he’d given up preachin’ by the request 
of the doctor and his last congregation. 
He had a notion that he was a mighty 
hunter afore the Lord, like Nimrod in 
the Bible, and he’d come to the Old 
Home to bag a few gross of geese and 
ducks. 

“His sister was an old maid, and 
slim, neither of which failin’s was 
from ch’ice, I cal’late. She wore eye- 
glasses and a veil to ‘preserve her com- 
plexion,’ and her idee seemed to be that 
native Cape Codders lived in trees and 
et cocoanuts. She called ’em ‘barba- 
rians, utter barbarians.’ Whenever she 
piped ‘James!’ her brother had to drop 
everything and report on deck. She 
was skipper of the Todd craft. 

“Well, them Todds was what Peter 
T. called ‘the limit, and a chip or two 
over.’ The other would-be gunners and 
fishermen were satisfied to slam shot 
after sandpeeps, or hook a stray sculpin 
or a hake. But t’wa’n’t so with brother 
James Todd and sister Clarissa. ‘Ducks’ 
it was in the advertisin’, and nothin’ but 
ducks they wanted. Clarissa, she com- 
menced to hint middlin’ p’inted con- 
cernin’ fraud. 

“Fin'lly we lost patience, and Peter 
T., he said they’d got to be quieted 
somehow, or he’d do some shootin’ on 
his own hook; said too much Toddy 
was givin’ him the ‘D. T.’s.’. Then I 
suggested takin’ ’em down the beach 
somewheres on the chance of seein’ a 
stray coot or loon or somethin’—any- 
thing that could be shot at. Jonadab 
and Peter agreed ’twas a good plan, and 
we matched to see who'd be guide. And 
[ got stuck, of course; my luck again. 

“So the next mornin’ we started, me 
and the Reverend James and Clarissa, 
in the Greased Lightnin’. Fust part of 
the trip that Todd man done nothin’ 
but ask questions about the launch; | 
had to show him how to start it and 
steer it, and the land knows what all. 


Clarissa set around doin’ the heavy 
contemptuous and turnin’ up her nose 
at creation gin’rally. It must have its 
drawbacks, this roostin’ so fur above 
the common flock; seems to me I’d 
be thinkin’ all the time of the bump 
that was due me if I got shoved off 
the perch. 

“Well, by and by Lonesome Huckle- 
berries’ shanty hove in sight, and I was 
glad to see it, although I had to answer 
a million more questions about Lone- 
some and his history. When we struck 
the beach, Clarissa, she took her paint 
box and umbrella and moskeeter ’int- 
ment, and the rest of her cargo, and 
went off by herself to ‘sketch.’ She was 
great on ‘sketchin’,’ and the way she’d 
use up good paint and spile nice clean 
paper was a sinful waste. Afore she 
went, she give me three fathom of sail- 
in’ orders concernin’ takin’ care of 
‘James.’ You'd think he was aBout four 
year old; made me feel like a hired 
nuss. 

“Well, James and me went perusin’ 
up and down that beach in the blazin’ 
sun lookin’ for somethin’ to shoot. We 
went ’way beyond Lonesome’s shanty, 
but there wa’n’t nobody to home. Lone- 
some himself, it turned out afterward, 
was up to the village with his horse and 
wagon, and his daughter Becky was 
over in the woods on the mainland ber- 
ryin’. Todd was a cheerful talker, but 
limited. His favorite remark was: ‘Oh, 
I say, my deah man.’ That’s what he 
kept callin’ me, ‘my deah man.’ Now, 
my name ain't exactly a Claude de 
Montmorency for prettiness, but ‘Bar- 
zilla’ "ll fetch me alongside a good deal 
quicker’n ‘my deah man,’ I'll tell you 
that. 

“We frogged it up and down all the 
forenoon, but didn’t git a shot at noth- 
in’ but one stray ‘squawk’ that had come 
over from the Cedar Swamp. I told 
James ‘twas a canvasback, and he 
blazed away at it, but.missed it by three 
fathom, as might have been expected. 

“Fin’lly my game leg—rheumatiz, 
you understand—begun to give out. So 
I flops down in the shade of a sand bank 
to rest, and the reverend goes pokin’ off 
by himself. 
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“I cal’late I must have fell asleep, 
for when I looked at my watch it was 
close to one o’clock, and time for us to 
be gittin’ back to the port. I got up 
and stretched and took an observation, 
but further’n Clarissa’s umbrella on the 
skyline, I didn’t see anything stirrin’. 
Brother James wa’n't visible, but I 
jedged he was within hailin’ distance. 
You can’t see very: fur on that point, 
there’s too many sand hills and hum- 
mocks. 

“IL. started over toward the Greased 
Lightnin’. I'd gone a little ways, and 
was down in a gully between two big 
hummocks, when ‘Bang! bang!’ goes 
both barrels of a shotgun, and that Todd 
critter busts out hollerin’ like all pos- 
sessed. 

“*Hooray!’ he 
squeaky voice of his. 
’em! I’ve got ‘em!’ 

“Thirfks I, ‘What in the nation does 
that lunatic cal’late he’s shot?’ And I 
left my own gun layin’ where ’twas and 
piled up over the edge of that sand 
bank like a cat over a fence. And then 
I see a sight. 

“There was James, hoppin’ up and 
down in the beach grass, squealin’ like 
a Guinea hen with a sore throat, and 
wavin’ his gun with one wing—arm, I 
mean—and there in front of him, in the 
foam at the edge of the surf, was two 
ducks as dead as Nebuchadnezzar—two 
of .LLonesome Huckleberries’ best decoy 
ducks—ducks he’d tamed and trained, 
and thought more of than anything else 
in this world—except rum, maybe—and 
the rest of the flock was diggin’ up the 
beach for home as if they’d been tele- 
graphed for, and squawkin’ ‘F ire? and 
‘B loody murder!’ 

“Well, my mind was in a kind of 
various state, as you might say, for a 
minute. ’Course, I’d known about Lone- 
some’s ownin’ them decoys—told Todd 
about ’em, too—but I hadn’t seen ’em 
nowhere alongshore, and I sort of cal’- 
lated they was locked up in Lonesome’s 
hen house, that bein’ his usual way 
when he went to town. I s’pose likely 
they’d been feedin’ among the beach 
grass somewheres out of sight, but I 
don’t know for sartin to this day. And 


squeals, in that 
‘Hooray! I’ve got 
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I didn’t stop to reason it out then, 
neither. As Scriptur’ or George Wash- 
in’ton or somebody says, ‘ twas a con- 
dition, not a theory,’ I was afoul of. 

““T’ve got ’em!’ hollers Todd, grin- 
nin’ till I thought he’d swaller his own 
ears. ‘I shot ’em all myself!’ 

“*VYou everlastin’ * I begun, but I 
didn’t git any further. There was a 
rattlin’ noise behind me, and I turned, 
to see Lonesome Huckleberries himself, 
settin’ on the seat of his old truck 
wagon and glarin’ over the hammer 
head of that balky mare of his straight 
at brother Todd and the dead decoys. 

“For a minute there was a kind of 
tableau, like them they have at church 
fairs—all four of us, includin’ the mare, 
keepin’ still, like we was frozen. But 
‘twas only for a minute. Then it turned 
into the liveliest movin’ picture that 
ever J see. Lonesome couldn’t swear 
—bein’ a dummy—but if ever a man 
got profane with his eyes, he did right 
then. Next thing I knew he tossed 
both hands into the air, clawed two 
handfuls out of the atmosphere, reached 
down into the cart, grabbed a pitch- 
fork and piled out of that wagon and: 
after Todd. There was murder comin’ 
and I could see it. 

“*Run, you loon!’ 
p’rate. 

“James didn’t wait for any advice. 
He didn’t know what he’d done, I cal’- 
late, but he jedged ’twas his move. He 
dropped his gun and putted down the 
shore like a wild man, with Lonesome 
after him. I tried to foller, but my 
rheumatiz was too big a handicap; all 
I could do was yell. 

“You never’d have picked out Todd 
for a sprinter—not to look at him, you 
wouldn’t—but if he didn’t beat the rec- 
ord for his class jest then I'll eat my 
sou’wester. He fairly flew, but Lone- 
some split tacks with him every time, 
and kept to wind’ard, into the bargain. 
Where they went out sight amongst 
the sand hills twas anybody’s race. 

“T was scart. I knew what Lone- 
some’s temper was, ’specially when it 
had been iled with some Wellmouth 
Port no-license rum. He’d been took 





I hollers, des- 





up once for ha’f killin’ some boys that 
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tormented him, and I figgered if he got 
within’ pitchfork distance of the Todd 
critter he’d make him the leakiest divine 
that ever picked a text. I commenced 
to hobble back after my gun. It looked 
bad to me. 

“But I’d forgot sister Clarissa. ’Fore 
I'd limped fur I heard her callin’ to 
me. 

“*Mr. Wingate,’ says she, ‘git in here 
at once.’ 

“There she was, settin’ on the seat of 
Lonesome’s wagon, holdin’ the reins 
and as cool as a white frost in October. 

“Git in at once,’ says she. I jedged 
‘twas good advice, and took it. 

“*Proceed,’ says she to the mare. ‘Git 
dap!’ says I, and we started. When 
we rounded the sand hill we see the race 
in the distance. Lonesome had gained 
a pint or two, and Todd wa’n’t more’n 
four pitchforks in the lead. 

“*Make for the launch!’ I whooped, 
between my hands. 

“The parson heard me and come 
about and broke for the shore. The 
Greased Lightnin’ had swung out about 
the length of her anchor rope, and the 
water wa’n’t deep. Todd splashed in 
to his waist and climbed aboard. He 
cut the rodin’ jest as Lonesome reached 
tide mark. James, he sees it’s a close 
call, and he shins back to the engine, 
reachin’ it exactly at the time when the 
gent with the pitchfork laid hands on 
the rail. Then the parson throws over 
the switch—I’d shown him how, you 
remember—and gives the startin’ wheel 
a full turn. 

“Well, you know the Greased Light- 
nin’? She don’t linger to say farewell, 
not any to speak of, she don’t. And 
this time she jumped like the cat that 
lit on the hot stove. Lonesome, bein’ 
balanced with his knees on the rail, 
pitches headfust into the cockpit: Todd, 
jumpin’ out of his way, falls overboard 
backward. Next thing anybody knew, 
the launch was scootin’ for blue water 
like a streak of what she was named 
for, and the huntin’ chaplain was churn- 
in’ up foam like a mill wheel. 

“T yelled more orders than second 
mate on a coaster. Todd bubbled and 
bellered. Lonesome hung on to the rail 


of the cockpit and let his hair stand up 
to grow. Nobody was cool but Claris- 
sa, and she was an iceberg. She had 
her good p’ints, that old maid did, drat 
her! 

“*James,’ she calls, ‘git out of that 
water this minute and come here! This 
instant, mind!’ 

“James minded. He paddled ashore 
and hopped, drippin’ like a dishcloth, 
alongside the truck wagon. 

“*Git in!’ orders Skipper Clarissa. 
He done it. ‘Now,’ says the lady, pass- 
in’ the reins over to me, ‘drive us home, 
Mr. Wingate, before that intoxicated 
lunatic can catch us.’ 

“It seemed about the only thing to 
do. I knew ’twas no use explainin’ to 
Lonesome for an hour or more yit, even 
if you can talk finger signs, which part 
of my college trainin’ has been neg- 
lected. *IT'was murder hé wanted at the 
present time. I had some sort of a 
foggy notion that I’d drive along, pick 
up the guns and then git the Todds 
over to the hotel, afterward comin’ 
back to git the launch and pay damages 
to Huckleberries. I cal’lated he’d be 
more reasonable by that time. 

“But the mare had made other ar- 
rangements. When I slapped her with 
the end of the reins she took the bit in 
her teeth and commenced to gallop. I 
hollered ‘Whoa!’ and ‘Heave to!’ and 
‘Belay!’ and everything else I could 
think of, but she never took in a reef. 
We bumped over hummocks and ridges, 
and every time we done it we spilled 
somethin’ out of that wagon. Fust 
twas a lot of huckleberry pails, then a 
basket of groceries and such, then a tin 
pan with some potatoes in it, then a jug 
done up in a blanket. We was heavin’ 
cargo overboard like a leaky ship in a 
typhoon. Out of the tail of my eye I 
see Lonesome, well out to sea, headin’ 
the Greased Lightnin’ for the beach. 

“Clarissa put in the time soothin’ 
James, who had a serious case of the 
scart-to-deaths, and callin’ me an ‘utter 
barbarian’ for drivin’ so fast. Lucky 
for all hands, she had to hold on tight 
to keep from bein’ jounced out, ‘long 
with the rest of movables, so she 
couldn’t take the reins. As for me, I 
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wa’n't payin’ much attention to her— 
‘twas the ‘Cut-Through’ that was dis- 
turbin’ my mind. 

“When you drive down to Lonesome 
P’int you have to ford the ‘Cut- 
Through.’ It’s a strip of water be- 
tween the bay and the ocean, and ’tain’t 
very wide nor deep at low tide. But 
the tide was comin’ in now, and, more’n 
that, the mare wa’n’t headed for the 
ford. She was cuttin’ cross-lots on her 
own hook, and wouldn’t answer the 
helm. 

“Well, we struck that ‘Cut-Through’ 
about a hundred yards east of the ford, 
and in two shakes we was hub deep in 
salt water. ’Fore the Todds could do 
anything but holler the wagon was 
afloat and the mare was all but swim- 
min’, But she kept right on. Bless 
her, you couldn’t stop her! 

“We crossed the first channel and 
come out on a flat where ’twasn’t more’n 
two foot deep then. I commenced to 
feel better. There was another chan- 
nel ahead of us, but I figured we’d navi- 
gate that same as we had the first one. 
And then the most outrageous thing 
happened. . 

“If you'll b’lieve it, that pesky mare 
balked and wouldn’t stir another step. 

“And there we was! I punched and 
kicked and hollered, but all that stub- 
born horse would do was lay her ears 
back flat, and snarl up her lip, and look 
round at us, much as to say: ‘Now, 
then, you land sharks, I’ve got you be- 
tween wind and water!’ And I swan to 
man if it didn’t look like she had! 

“‘Drive on!’ says Clarissa, pretty 
average vinegary. ‘Haven’t you made 
trouble enough for us already, you 
dreadful man? Drive on!’ 

“Hadn't Z made trouble enough! 
What do you think of that ? 

“*You want to drown us!’ says Miss 
Todd, continuin’ her chatty remarks. 
‘I see it all! It’s a plot between you 
and that murderer. I give you warn- 
in’; if we reach the hotel, my brother 
and I will commence suit for damages.’ 

“My temper’s fairly long-sufferin’, 
but ’twas ravelin’ some by this time. 

““Commence suit!’ I says. ‘I don’t 
care what you commence, if you'll com- 


mence to keep quiet now!’ And then 
I give her a few p’ints as to what her 
brother had done, heavin’ in some per- 
sonal flatteries every once in a while for 
good measure. 

“T’d about got to thirdly when 
James give a screech and p’inted. And, 
by time! if there wa’n’t Lonesome in 
the launch, headed right for us, and 
comin’ a-b’ilin’! He’d run her along 
abreast of the beach and turned in at 
the upper end of the ‘Cut-Through.’ 

“You never in your life heard such a 
row as there was in that wagon. Clar- 
issa and me yellin’ to Lonesome to keep 
off—forgittin’ that he was stone deef 
and dumb—and James vowin’ that he 
was goin’ to be slaughtered in cold 
blood. And the Greased Lightnin’ 
pinted jest so she’d split that cart 
amidships, and comin’—well, you know 
how she can go. 

“She never budged until she was 
within ten foot of the flat, and then, 
jest as I was commencin’ the third line 
of ‘Now I lay me,’ she sheered off and 
went past in a wide curve, with Lone- 
some steerin’ with one hand and shakin’ 
his pitchfork at Todd with t’other. And 
such faces as he made up! They’d have 
got him hung in any court in the world. 

“He run up the ‘Cut-Through’ a lit- 
tle ways, and then come about, and 
back he comes again, never slackin’ 
speed a mite, and runnin’ close to the 
shoal as he could shave, and all the time 
goin’ through the bloodiest kind of pan- 
tomimes. And past he goes, to wheel 
’round and commence all over again. 

“Thinks I, ‘Why don’t he ease up and 
lay us aboard? He’s got all the weap- 
ons there is. Is he scart?’ 

“And then it come to me—the rea- 
son why. He didn’t know how to stop 
her. He could steer fust rate, bein’ 
used to sailboats, but an electric auto 
launch was a new deal for him, and he 
didn’t understand her works. And he 
dastn’t run her aground at the speed 
she was makin’; ’twould have finished 
her and, more’n likely, him, too. 

“T don’t s’pose there ever was an- 
other mess jest like it afore or sence. 
Here was us, stranded with a horse we 
couldn’t make go, bein’ chased by a 
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feller who was run away with in a boat 
he couldn't stop! 

“Jest as I'd about give up hope, I 
heard somebody callin’ from the beach 
behind us. I turned, and there was 
3ecky Huckleberries, | Lonesome’s 
daughter. She had the.dead decoys by 
the legs in one hand. 

“ “Hil? says she. 

““Hil’ says I. ‘How do you git this 
giraffe of yours under way?’ 

She held up the decoys. 

“*Who kill-a dem ducks?’ says she. 

“I p'inted to the reverend. ‘He did,’ 
says I. And then I cal’late 1 must have 
had one of them things they call an 
inspiration. ‘And he’s willin’ to pay for 
‘em,’ I says. 

“*Pay thirty-five dolla?’ says she. 

“*VYou bet!’ says I. 

“But I’d forgot Clarissa. She rose 
up in that waterlogged cart like a 
Statue of Liberty. ‘Never!’ says she. 
‘We will never submit to such extor- 
tion. We'll drown fust!’ 

“Becky heard her. Shedidn’tlook dis- 
app'inted nor nothin’. Jest turned and 
begun to walk up the beach. ‘All right,’ 
says she; goo’-by.’ 

“The Todds stood it for a jiffy. Then 
James give in. ‘I'll pay it!’ he hollers. 
‘I'll pay it!’ 

“Even then Becky didn’t smile. She 
jest came about again and walked back 
to the shore. Then she took up that tin 
pan and one of the potaters we'd 
jounced out of the cart. 

“ “Hi, Rosa!’ she hollers. That mare 
turned her head and looked. And, for 
the first time sence she hove anchor on 
that flat, the critter unfurled her ears 
and histed ‘em to the masthead. 

“*Hi, Rosa!’ says Becky again, and 
begun to pound the pan with the po- 
tater. And I give you my word that 
that mare started up, turned the wagon 
around nice as could be, and begun to 
swim ashore. When we got jest where 
the critter’s legs touched bottom, Becky 
remarks: ‘Whoa!’ 

“ ‘Tere!’ I yells, ‘what did you do 
that for?’ 

“*Pay thirty-five dolla now,’ says 
she. She was bus’ness, that girl. 

“Todd got his wallet from under 


hatches and counted out the thirty-five, 
keepin’ one eye on Lonesome, who was 
swoopin’ up and down in the launch 
lookin’ as if he wanted to cut in, but 
dastn’t. I tied the bills to my jack- 
knife, to give ’em weight, and tossed the 
whole thing ashore. Becky, she counted 
the cash and stowed it away in her 
apron pocket. 

““4ll right,’ says she. ‘Hi, Rosa!’ 
The potater and pan performance be- 
gun again, and Rosa picked up her 
hoofs and dragged us to dry land. And 
it sartinly felt good to the feet. 

“ Say,’ I says, ‘Becky, it’s none of 
my affairs, as I know of, but is that 
the way you usually start that horse of 
yours ?’ 

“She said it was. And Rosa et the 
potater. 

“Well, then Becky asked me how to 
stop the launch, and I told her. She 
made a lot of finger signs to Lonesome, 
and inside of five minutes the Greased 
Lightnin’ was anchored in front of us. 
Old man Huckleberries was still han- 
kerin’ to interview Todd with the pitch- 
fork, but Becky settled that all right. 
She jumped in front of him, and her 
eyes snapped and her feet stamped 
and her fingers flew. And ’twould have 
done you good to see her dad shrivel up 
and git humble. I always had thought 
that a woman wasn’t much good as a 
boss of the roost unless she could use 
her tongue, but Becky showed me my 
mistake. Well, it’s live and I’arn. 

“Then Miss Huckleberries turned to 
us and smiled. 

“ “All right,’ says she; ‘goo’-by.’ 

“Them Todds took the train for the 
city next mornin’. I drove ’em to the 
depot. James was kind of glum, but 
Clarissa talked for two. Her opinion 
of the Cape and Capers, ‘specially me, 
was decided. The final blast was jest as 
she was climbin’ the car steps. 

“Of all the barbarians,’ says she; 
‘utter, uncouth, murderin’ barbarians 
in———”’ 

“She stopped, thinkin’ for a word, I 
s’pose. I didn't feel that I could im- 
prove on Becky Huckleberries’ conver- 
sation much, so I says: 

““4ll right! Goo’-by!’” 











RS. GUESTE looked 
} out from the pink 
shade of her parasol 
at the cool green curl 
of the breakers down 
the beach with an ac- 
tual frown between 
her fine brows. Her 
eyes were full of queries. Her delicate 
thumb and forefinger nipped a note. It 
was from her favorite brother. It had 
been brought to her that morning half 
an hour after hers had been sent ap- 
prising him of her arrival in Santa Bar- 
bara. It ran: 





Dear Lit: Great to have you here. Aw- 
fully sorry can’t lunch. Another engage- 
ment can’t break. See you afternoon. 

WALLIE. 

That was a note to have from one’s 
favorite brother, her frown said, as she 
turned to her friend. 

“But if her family is so good ” she 
began, taking up the conversation where 
they had dropped it. The sentence 
seemed connected in her mind with the 
note, at which she looked. 

“Oh, but they can’t manage her,” re- 
plied Julia Crosby, punching her para- 
sol tip into the sand. “Mr. Remi died 
when Blanche was a baby. Mrs. Remi 
is a nervous invalid. Blanche has run 
wild since she could run at all. If she 
were a boy—well, she’d be the ‘black 
sheep.’ ” 

“Is she fast?” said Lillian Gueste, 
with horrified emphasis. 

“Oh, no!’ Mrs. Crosby hastened. 
But she seemed to find it difficult to ex- 
plain to her friend just what Blanche 
Remi was. ‘“She’s—well, she’s wild. 
She does such things—things none of 
the other girls do. She drives a sulky. 
She rides in a man’s coat and red 
gloves. It sounds so silly when you tell 
it,” she ended, feeling she had failed to 





properly impress her friend, “but you 
can always see her coming a mile away, 
whether it’s golf or a garden party.” 

“You mean she’s a tomboy?” said 
Mrs. Gueste, doubtfully. Her smile said 
that Walter would never take that sort 
seriously. 

“Oh, if it were only that!” Mrs. 
Crosby’s gesture was eloquent. ‘Do 
you know what they call her here?” 

“They ?” 

“Well, everybody. 
think, started it. 
Wrecker.’ ”’ 

“The Wrecker?” Mrs. Gueste’s in- 
quiring eyes were on her friend. 

“Because every man in Santa Bar- 
bara,” Julia Crosby went on, “has at 
one time or another———”’ 

“Run after her? Oh!” Disgust was 
in the last little word. Mrs. Gueste 
understood it all in a moment. ‘“She’s 
that sort. Is she pretty?” 

“Stunning! Overwhelming!” 
Mrs. Crosby, generously. 
was little and indefinite. 

“M-m-m! So poor Wallie is over- 
whelmed ?” Lillian mused. “Julie, why 
didn’t you let me know sooner ?” 

“But, my dear girl, it was all so 
vague! Even now I don’t know that 
there’s anything—but there was getting 
to be such talk!” 

“But you think he’s serious?” 
Gueste’s smile was deprecating. 

“T don’t know. That’s why I tele- 
graphed. I knew you would.” Her 
eyes roved anxiously down the beach, 
and suddenly fixed. “There they are 
now,” she said, with a small, sharp ex- 
citement. 

Lillian Gueste started, peered under 
her pink parasol. Some dozen rods dis- 
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tant the plaza and the beach below it 
fluttered with the moving colors of a 
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crowd. Between the plaza and the bath 
houses lay an empty space of beach, 
and down, that glittering white per- 
spective came a horse with a light sulky. 
They could make out two people in it: 


a man, holding on his hat; a woman, 


bareheaded, driving—driving so that 
one wheel of the sulky spun the foam 
of the receding water. The man was 
Wallie—Wallie laughing, hugely en- 
joying it. 

Still. at a little distance the sulky 
stopped; the driver gave the reins to 
her escort, and sprang out with the 
light, certain leap of a cat. An indif- 
ferent Englishman, who had _ noticed 
nothing before, put his glass in his eye 
and stared. It may be he had never 
seen anything so tawny, so glistening, 
so magnificent, as the undulant masses 
of hair gathered up on the crown of the 
girl’s head. A long tan-colored ulster, 
the collar turned up around her throat, 
fell to her feet. She stood pulling off 
a pair of red gloves, looking up and 
laughing to Walter Carter, who got out 
with his habitual lazy lurch. 

The two were near the narrow plank 
that led from the women’s bath houses. 
Bathers were coming out in bathrobes, 
which, five steps from the door, they left 
hanging on the rope, while they hopped, 
high-shouldered and shivering, down 
the beach. The girl kicked off her ten- 
nis shoes and handed them to Walter, 
stripped off her ulster, and stood out in 
a scarlet bathing dress that, covering 
the knees, left bare legs, slim, brown 
and dimpled as a child’s. She lin- 
gered across the interval of dry sand, 
calling over her shoulder to Walter 
something that left him a-grin with 
amusement; then went joyously down 
the dip of the beach for the rush of 
the incoming breakers, and launched 
into it with the swash of a little, launch- 
ing ship. The lawlessness of it was 
beyond any words Lillian knew. 

“You see, she does things like that,” 
Mrs. Crosby explained in her friend’s 
ear. 

“Oh, impossible!” Lillian murmured, 
watching Blanche Remi’s bathing dress 
glimmer through the green breakers. 
“Do you suppose Wallie is going in, 


too ?” 
beach. 

The young man was sauntering to- 
ward them, unconscious of his sister’s 
scrutiny, his steps directed, probably, 
toward the men’s bath houses on the 
left of where the two women sat. He 
was as lankly dawdling as ever, but 
Lillian noted, with a vague uneasiness, 
his usual air of agreeable ennui was 
supplanted by one of half-wakened in- 
terest. The remnant of a smile was on 
his habitually serious face. 

Mrs. Gueste stood up and motioned 
with her lorgnon. He saw, stared, 
smiled broadly, delightedly, and has- 
tened toward her. 

“T say,” he said, subsiding between 
them, “this is luck! But why didn’t 
you let a chap know you were coming 
a few hours before you landed? What 
started you, anyway? I thought you 
had planned for Castle Crag.” 

Julia Crosby’s telegram was hot in 
Lillian’s pocket, and she thought, anx- 
iously, that Julia’s face was conscious 
enough to give the thing away. But 
Walter was frankly unsuspicious. 

“Tf I’d known just a day ahead,” he 
reproached her, “I could have lunched 
with you as well as not.” 

“But your engagement?” 
hinted. 

“Oh, to bring Miss Remi down for a 
dip. I was going up for you while she 
paddled ’round, but now I’ve got you 
here, too, I won’t have to budge.” 

Little as she liked the idea of being 
thus lumped with Blanche Remi, Lillian 
made it a point to be lovely. 

“Miss Remi?” she wondered, sweetly. 

“Why, yes. Didn’t you see us?” 
He was just a little conscious. “There 
she is at the raft,” he added. “You 
must meet her, Lil; mustn’t she, Mrs. 
Crosby? There’s no one in Santa Bar-. 
bara like her.” 

“Really?” Mrs. Gueste looked 
through her lorgnon at the glinting 
speck traveling out on the water. 

Wallie frowned. He hated his sis- 
ter’s lorgnon, and her lorgnon manner 
was his béte noir. 

“T am afraid we shan’t be able to wait 
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until Miss—er’’—she searched for the 
name—‘comes out. We must be at the 
house by three.” 

“Oh, that’s all right. I'll signal her 
to come back. Where’s something?” 
His hand fell on his sister’s parasol, 
and before she could protest he had it 
at the edge of the beach, waving over 
his head. It was probably the first 
conspicuous performance of that very 
discreet parasol; and as for the punc- 
tilious Wallie ! 

“Do you suppose he gets that sort of 
thing from her?” Lillian articulated. 

“I suppose so,” Mrs. Crosby agreed, 
faintly. She felt a wish to escape being 
present at the approaching introduc- 
tion. “If you don’t mind, Lily,” she ex- 
cused herself, “I really ought to run up- 
town and see Mrs. Herrick for a few 
moments. You remember I promised 
her.” 

“Why, of course. Wallie will see me 
home.” Lillian smiled, remembering 
how in their school days Julia’s con- 
science had always precipitated the 
crisis, and dodged the consequences. 

She sat composedly alone in the sand, 
watching the glinting speck drawing 
landward. Wallie stood awaiting it, his 
toes in the water, his sister’s pink para- 
sol held like a saber in his hand. 

As the girl came splashing through 
the shallow flow, dripping, glowing, 
shaking the drops from her hair, Mrs. 
Gueste saw she carried a little dog, a 
terrier, in her arms, and this seemed to 
put the last touch to her conspicuous- 
ness. She came up the beach talking, 
gesticulating vividly, to Walter. Once 
she nodded to a loose-lipped, pleasant- 
eyed man who passed them, but she did 
not give Mrs. Gueste a glance until she 
was fairly before her—until Walter 
spoke his sister’s name. Then, when 
she gave suddenly the full glow of her 
face, and the strength and light of her 
hot, hazel eyes, she was, as Mrs. Crosby 
had said, overwhelming. The touch of 





her damp hand to Mrs. Gueste’s deli- 
cate glove was the touch of compelling 
physical magnetism that could be looked 
at safely only through a lorgnon. 

But not the lorgnon, nor its accom- 
panying manner, 


disconcerted Miss 


Remi. Her own 
without freeness. 

“You do look like your brother, Mrs. 
Gueste,” she said, seating herself in 
the sand, and warning the wet terrier 


manner was easy, 


. away with upraised finger. 


“Flattered, Lillian?” Wallie 
mured, with cloaked satisfaction. 

“Oh, you’re very nice looking, Wal- 
lie,” Blanche Remi told him, with a 
frank, smiling, up-and-down glance. 

Mrs. Gueste’s lorgnon rose sharply to 
this sentence, but her voice was gentle. 

“Don’t you find it rather cold going 
in this morning?” she asked. 

The girl’s faint change of expression 
appreciated the round turn that had 
been given the conversation. 

“Oh, it’s always pretty cold, but I 
keep moving, so I keep warm,” she said. 
There was a glint of mischief in her 
wonderful eyes. 

“But don’t you feel cold while you’re 
out ?” Mrs. Gueste persisted. 

The girl, sitting unwinking, unfrown- 
ing, in the glare, looked like some luxu- 
rious creature sunning itself. A faint, 
fine powdering of freckles gave even 
her skin a tawny hue. Even down the 
throat, where Lillian was milk white, 
she showed a tint like old ivory, with 
creamy shadows under the square chin. 
She looked up at Lillian Gueste’s face in 
the dainty shadow of her parasol. 

“Do I look cold?” she laughed. “You 
must let me show you how to keep 
warm. Do you swim? Oh, you should! 
It saves your nine lives. You ride, of 
course ?” 

“Tf I can find a horse that suits me.” 
Mrs. Gueste’s soft reply suggested she 
was hard to suit. 

“You must try my Swallow. She's 
perfect. We must have a saddle party, 
mustn’t we, Wallie?” the girl appealed 
to him. “But first you may take me to 
call on Mrs. Gueste. I know she'll 
have too many engagements to risk call- 
ing on her hit-or-miss.” 

Mrs. Gueste’s reply was a murmur, 
as she rose, shaking out her soft linen 
skirts. 

Walter Carter felt indefinitely uncom- 
fortable. Blanche Remi stood beside 
his sister, slightly taller, more vigor- 


mur- 
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ously, more carelessly, more brilliantly 
made. She looked rather commanding, 
as if she were used to having things 
her own way; which was precisely what 
Lillian, little as she looked it, was used 
to having. But now her manner toward 
Blanche was almost appealing. 

“T am going to beg your escort away 
from you, Miss Remi, if you will permit 
it, just to drive me back to Mrs. Cros- 
by’s. I haven’t seen him for three 
months, you know.” Her voice and 
eyes somehow made three months seem 
interminable. 

3lanche did not show by the flicker 
of an eyelash that she appreciated the 
cleverness of this maneuver. “Why, 
that’s a dreadful loss of time for Wal- 
lie,” she said. 

He thanked her with a glance that 
made his sister wince. 

“Then shall I come back for you— 
Blanche?” The name came out after a 
moment’s hesitation. 

“Oh, no! Blair Hemming will drive 
me back.” 

Lillian felt a vague resentment that 
the girl should be so sure. 

“And don’t forget about to-morrow,” 
Blanche warned Wallie, bidding good- 
by, and left him wondering what had 
been to-morrow. Nothing had, but the 
words, as Blanche had wickedly fore- 
seen, lingered in Mrs. Gueste’s mind, 
and vexed her. 

“You have so many engagements, I 
wonder whether I shall see you at all,” 
she hinted, as he handed her into the 
runabout. 

He flushed slightly. “Well,” he said, 
genially, as he took the reins, “you 
know there are mighty few of ’em I 
wouldn’t break for you, Lil.” 

As they spun down the spongy 
asphalt of the boulevard, between the 
palms and electric-light poles, she was 
asking herself why it was that good, un- 
suspecting fellows like Wallie were al- 
ways pounced upon by such women. 
She felt it was horrid to meddle, but this 
creature was so astonishingly impossi- 
ble, and yet so overwhelming, that Wal- 
lie could hardly be expected to rescue 
himself. But she was cautious. 
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“Did you meet Miss Remi here, Wal- 
lie?” she asked him. : 

“Yes, at something at the country 
club.” 

“Does she go there?” 

“Why, of course. All the nice peo- 
ple go there.” He looked at her in 
lazy surprise. 

“Oh!” she said, with a falling inflec- 
tion. It was discouraging to find him 
so unconscious. “Does she go much?” 

“Everywhere. She’s awfully popu- 
lar. How does she strike you?” He 
tried to be casual. 

“She’s not like anyone else I’ve seen 
in Santa Barbara,” Lillian replied. 

He fairly glowed. She had never 
seen Wallie so enthusiastic. 

“You’re just right, Lil! There ts no 
one like her. She makes every other 
girl look like a dough doll! It’s not 
only that she’s beautiful—she isn’t 
afraid of anything, she don’t care how 


she looks—she’s just crackling with 
life.” 
“Do you admire her so awfully?” 


Lillian said, with such an amazed em- 
phasis on the personal pronoun as 
brought him up short. 

“Why—er—of course. Why not? 
Don’t you?” The color came up under 
his brown skin. 

“Well,” she said, slowly, “of course 
I’ve only met her once; but really, Wal- 
lie, is she quite—fine ?” 

“Fine? What do you mean?” 

She knew that he knew what she 
meant. The word was not a new one 
from her. It was her measure, her 
ruler by which she judged the world. 
He was not so unconscious, then, as he 
seemed. 

“I mean what you’ve been so accus- 
tomed to in women, you dear, that you 
don’t know they can lack it,” she said, 
caressingly. “Is she nice? Js she a 
lady ?” 

Something threatening looked out of 
her brother’s eyes. ‘Well, I introduced 
her to you.” 

“IT know. You put me in rather a 
difficult position, Wallie.” 

“See here, Lil”—he dragged out his 
words with slow emphasis—“I don’t 
know who you’ve been listening to, but 
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you can take it from me that’s she as 
fine as silk and as good as gold.” 

“Oh, as to her goodness, I haven’t a 
doubt, of course.” She seemed to set 
this aside as a trifle. “But as to fine- 
ness, now, Wallie, what do you think of 
a girl driving through town in her bath- 
ing suit, with a man, and jumping out 
of her coat and shoes on the beach be- 
fore everyone, as she did? She did it to 
make a sensation; and do you think 
that fine, Wallie?” 

He flushed, but laughed. 

“Nonsense. It was a whim—a freak. 
She thought nothing at all of any ef- 
fect on the beach. That’s the trouble; 
she thinks too little of the effect, and 
so——”’ 

“And so she wears no stockings—and 
so she’s called ‘the Wrecker,’ ”’ his sis- 
ter added, with inconsequent effect. 

His face was grave, even disturbed. 
“Oh, yes, I’ve heard that. 3ut she’s 
so beautiful, so happy, you can’t won- 
der at the attraction; and you know 
there’s always gossip. And then she’s 
run wild. She has had no one to take 
care of her——” he left the sentence 
hanging. 

His sister inwardly shivered. When 
a man talked about “taking care” in that 
tone, she seemed to see the end. 

They were winding up the wide, wan- 
dering Main Street, the rose-covered 
verandas of the Arlington on their left; 
on the right an old garden ran back to 
the white stucco fronts and red tiles of 
the De la Gera place. 

“Wallie,” Lillian asked him, softly, 
“are you in love with that girl ?” 

“Me! Oh, what a question, Lil!” 
He laughed at her—his nice, lazy laugh 
she loved so much. 

“Are you, Wallie?’ 

He put up his monocle to meet her 
lorgnon. “My dear girl, do I look pale 
and sunken?” 

“You are dodging the question. But 
think”—she was light, almost playful, 
over it—‘‘is she the sort of woman you 
would care to introduce as your— 
wife ?” 

Wallie looked a little startled, but he 
took her tone. “My dear Lil, I haven’t 
He 


thought of her in quite that way.” 
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grew more serious. “I think she’s won- 
derful. I never saw anyone like her. 
You must know her better.” 

“T don’t see how I can,” 
sighed. 

*“You mean you won’t see her?” 

“I suppose I must, since you are go- 
ing to bring her to call. But I won't 
go about with her. I can’t. Couldn't 
you see there on the beach—she isn’t 
our kind ?” 

“She looks nothing like you, certain- 
ly, Lillian,” he replied, coolly, “if you 
insist on judging people by appearances, 
but it’s hardly a ‘fine’ way to judge.” 

“Now, Wallie ” they had turned 
into the Crosby drive, between the rose 
of sharon and syringa bushes. 

“Of course,” he went on, “you're al- 
ways waving that word around as if it 
were the only thing worth being, and 
every virtue hung on it. But what 
about honor, and generosity, and sim- 
plicity, and courage? Are they noth- 
ing compared to it?” 

The runabout had stopped before the 
piazza steps, but Lillian sat still a mo- 
ment, frowning faintly. 

“When I said ‘fine,’’”’ she answered, 
“T didn’t mean fine finish, cultivation, 
which is a surface thing, but I meant 
fine fiber, which goes deep and counts 
in every way with everything. One 
judges the big things by the small 
ones,” she said, as Wallie handed her 
out, “and remembering mother, and the 
way we were brought up to feel and 
understand, I think you will presently 
agree with me that Miss Remi is hard- 
ly—fine.” 

She gave him a smile with the last 
word; and her look, the movement of 
her graceful head in the turn, the poise 
of her delicate body, the fall of her 
delicate dress, showed forth every shade 
of meaning which that word could con- 
tain. 

The memory of her thus was with him 
all the afternoon. It buzzed like a bee 
in his brain that night through the din- 
ner at the Crosbys’, though Lillian, rav- 
ishing in daintily blended shades of 
chiffon, referred by no suggestion to the 
talk of the afternoon. She and her 
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word, he thought, mutually described 
one another. Lillian was fine, and fine 
meant Lillian. 

Deep down or on the surface, he 
knew she was the real thing. And the 
inevitable, following question was, what 
was Blanche Remi? She was the real 
thing, too. He was sure of that. Lil 
was ’way off, he told himself, when she 
said the big things showed up in the 
little. He had been bothered all his life 
by the petty goodnesses of women, and 
now that he had found one who had the 
great goodness he was not going to be 
disturbed by Lil’s scruples. As for be- 
ing “in love” with Blanche Remi—Lil- 
lian had put it to him as he had never 
put it to himself. 

From the first night her marvelous 
eyes had flashed into his indolent no- 
tice, he had felt an inclination to ex- 
terminate every other man who talked 
to her. And there were so many. The 
supposition on the tongues of Santa 
Barbara that all these men made love to 
her he had not believed—could not 
have tolerated. Why he had not made 
love to her himself was not from lack 
of impulse, but something in the very 
greatness of the emotions and passions 
she roused in him, something in her fine, 
free ignorance of the trifles that make 
up the virtue of most women, had made 
any trifling with her impossible to him. 
But he felt himself brought down to 
facts. What was he finally intending 
toward this girl whom he never saw 
without wanting to kiss, to carry off? 
His wife? 

Well, Lil was right. Blanche did lack 
the superficial polish. Strange he hadn't 
noticed that before. But that was just 
the use of Lil. She could be a lot of 
help if she could only be made to like 
Blanche, and, of course, all that was 
necessary was that Lil should know her 
better. He would, he decided, take 
Blanche to call there to-morrow. 

With a little telephoning this was ar- 
ranged, and Wallie had it all made out 
just how beautifully he would direct 
that interview and carry it through. 
But the direction was reversed at the be- 
ginning by so small an incident as a 
woman’s hat. Not that the hat was, in 
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itself, so slight an affair.* Indeed, when 
Blanche came out to where he waited 
her, curbing the most impatient horse in 
Santa Barbara, the hat was the first 
thing he saw. 

It was wide. It was hung about 
with lace—too much lace. It was cov- 
ered with pink roses—too many roses. 
Walter did not quite know what to 
think of it, but he had a feeling that 
Lillian would. 

As Blanche sprang into the cart with 
that vigorous, energetic lift of her body 
in which the muscles seemed always 
tense with action: 

“Where’s that little white, flyaway 


thing you used to wear?’ he ven- 
tured. 
“Oh, I don’t know—this is a new 


one. Don’t you like it?” 

“Isn't it a littk—large for driving?” 

She flushed but smiled. “Not for 
calling. Now, Wallie, that’s the first 
time since you met me that you’ve no- 
ticed my clothes. I don’t believe 
you’ve known whether I’ve had any. 
Is it because you’ve been having ideals 
put under your nose? Is_ it’—she 
laughed, drawing on a pair of ex- 
tremely long lavender gloves—“because 
you are afraid your sister won't ap- 
prove of my hat, any more than she 
approved of my legs?” 

It was this astonishing freedom of 
speech, more than the hat, that made 
him uneasy of the approaching inter- 
view. Of course Blanche could say 
what she liked to him. He understood. 
3ut the very idea of her talking that 
way to Lillian made him shiver. 

3ut Blanche did not talk “that way” 
to Lillian. There in the Crosby: gar- 
den, where the magnolias dropped lan- 
guid petals on the lawn, she was touch- 
ingly like a little girl on her good be- 
havior. She tried, with her anxious 
sweetness, to make Wallie’s sister like 
her. But Lillian had seen the hat first, 
and got no further. It was to the hat 
she talked, and it seemed to Walter 
that his sister’s costume, so notably 
discreet, somehow set off all the dar- 
ing of Blanche Remi’s gown, the tell- 
ing blacks of which were touched in 
at the most unexpected intervals. Was 
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Lillian, instead of helping, trying to 
put Blanche at her worst? He thrust 
that thought out of sight as disloyal. 
He sat, wretchedly uncomfortable, try- 
ing to remember whether he had ever 
seen Lillian wear long lavender gloves, 
hearing Lillian deftly: turn and dis- 
pose of, unanswered, Blanche Remi’s 
suggestions for horseback excursions 
and “plunge parties.” 

He expected, with every covert 
snub, that Blanche would suddenly, di- 
abolically turn tables on her, as he had 
seen her do with other women. But 
Blanche, who had always had what she 
wanted, now, for perhaps the first time 
in her life, wanted a woman to like 
her. And it did not occur to her that 
she should fail in her desire. But what 
had been her strength was now her 
failure. Her compelling magnetism 
alarmed Lillian Gueste. She had been 
thoroughly convinced at first glance 
that the girl was “bad form.” But now 
she felt her force as something terrible 
and threatening to Wallie. The very 
sweetness of the smile Blanche gave 
her in going seemed too rich. 

“But the protection,” Lillian rea- 
soned, going over the interview after- 
ward with herself, “is that Wallie is 
beginning to see.” 

Wallie, bitterly irritated, saw, in- 
deed, many trifles that he had failed to 
see before, perplexing as so many pricks. 
Things he had thought amusing in 
Blanche Remi—her red gloves, her 
white spats, her man’s hunting coat, the 
terrier she took to receptions—would 
they do for Mrs. Walter Carter? Sup- 
pose he should put it to Blanche that 
way, would she take it from him? he 
wondered. He felt he must put it to her 
some way now—the questions of Mrs. 
Walter Carter—for in the background, 
dimly threatening him, was that ag- 
gregation, each one a future possibility 
—the pasts he would not contemplate— 
and all villainously responsible for the 
name gossip had fastened upon her, 
“the Wrecker.” He knew that Santa 
Barbara accounted her a “dangerous” 
woman, but to him, even with her fatal 
fascination, she had always seemed a 
child. And now it came to him that 
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it was not the help of a woman, but 
the protection of a man, Blanche Remi 
required most. 

He felt he could not wait a day, a 
moment, to tell her; but somehow it 
was very difficult to find that moment; 
his time was so unostentatiously but 
so thoroughly permeated and broken 
with Lillian’s engagements for him. A 
week escaped in which, without having 
seen Blanche less, he had seen her un- 
der circumstances that admitted no op- 
portunity. 

Lillian had not, as she first threat- 
ened, ignored Blanche. She had invited 
her, if not to dine, at least to a beach 
tea, to a driving party; had talked with 
her at the country club; had kept her 
before Wallie, always at arm’s length, 
as if to give him ample opportunity for 
comparison. 

Walter could find no flaw in his sis- 
ter’s attitude of disinterested politeness, 
of pale cordiality toward Blanche Remi, 
but side lights on it now and then 
made him suspicious. He was bewil- 
dered—as bewildered as a man tangled 
ina veil. He felt that the first fine in- 
timacy of his fellowship with Blanche 
was dulled. He was distressed with a 
sense of being on a more formal foot- 
ing with her. At the same time others 
—men who had been very much in the 
background—seemed to come forward 
into her notice. He saw her at the 
country club dances magnetize the men 
too bored to dance into an interested 
circle round her. Dismayed, he saw 
her first with one, then with another, 
driving, swimming, sitting on the beach 
under one parasol in the association so 
intimate, so informal, that, before Lil- 
lian came, he had usurped to the ex- 
clusion of the many. Finally, out of 
the crowd, as the one oftenest with her, 
he saw Blair Hemming, the man of 
loose lips and good-natured eyes, to 
whom Blanche had bowed that morn- 
ing on the beach. 

Walter had thought him a decent 
enough fellow, but now he was sud- 
denly vile. And Blanche? Her be- 
havior was unreasonable and unfair. 


3ut perhaps he had let himself drift 
too much with Lillian’s plans. 


A little 
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self-accusing, a little self-righteous, he 
rang up the Remis’s to make an appoint- 
ment to ride horseback with Blanche 
that afternoon. 

Her voice reached him, nasal, reso- 
nant, with a vibrant quality that touched 
the ear with a fascination deeper than 
sweetness. She had a luncheon en- 
gagement at the club. 

He was annoyed that he had not 
known of this. 

“How about to-morrow ?” 

“Very well,’ came back; “but make 
it a foursome. Get your sister to come.” 

“Of course, if you would rather,” he 
answered, a little stiffly. “What has 
happened ?” he asked himself. He knew 
he had done nothing. Was Blanche 
changing? Had he only imagined her 
attitude toward him differed from her 
attitude toward half a dozen others? 
It had seemed different—but how could 
a man be sure? 

Harassed, suspicious, he hesitated 
over making the proposal to Lillian un- 
til the next afternoon at the last mo- 
ment. He rode over to the Crosbys’ 
and found his sister, fair and diapha- 
nous in her mousseline gown, crumbling 
bread to the gold fish in the fountain. 
The look she gave his proposition, sweet 
as it was, made him uncomfortable. 
Any man would do to fill in the fourth 
place, he had stupidly said. 

“Any man for Miss Remi?’ 
asked him. And he had fired. 

She heard him with a half smile, 
softly beating the ground with the dried 
palm leaf she prettily carried as a par- 
asol. 

Well, she told him, she did not care 
particularly for such an expedition. It 
was such a time since she had seen him 
alone! Wouldn’t it be much nicer to 
make it just a téte-d-téte dinner at Es- 
trelda’s? 

He replied, with irritation, that if she 
did not care to make one of the party, 
it would not prevent him from taking 
Miss Remi. 

“Ah, a previous arrangement,” Lil- 
lian said, taking in his whip and his 
riding boots as if she had just noticed 
them. “Well, you must realize by this 
time just what sort of a person she is.” 


’ 


she had 


“T am far from being sure, but | in- 
tend to find out this afternoon.” 

She turned sharply. “You mean you 
are going to ask her to marry you?” 

“Well, if Iam?” 

“After the way she’s been running 
about with this Hemming ?” 

“Lillian—look out,’’ he warned. His 
sister’s smile was tight and fine. 

“Oh, well,” she said, with a little 
shrug, letting her hands drop in a ges- 
ture that seemed to make an end of the 
matter. At the moment her brother 
appeared to her no less than a monster. 
But she watched him down the drive 
with a revulsion of mood. She felt he 
was leaving her forever, her Wallie, her 
little brother! He was a year younger 
than she. She had let her sense of 
personal injury get in the way of his 
happiness—and he was going to that 
woman. 

She stood, the palm leaf fallen from 
her hand. He must be stopped, inter- 
rupted somehow. He should not do a 
thing in a heat to regret forever. Call- 
ing his name, she hurried down the 
drive to the gate, but he had already 
turned out of the side street, and was 
beyond both sight and call. She fairly 
ran across the garden, over lawns and 
borders, her gown streaming, regard- 
less of dust or wet. Had anyone seen 
her running, flushed and _ breathless, 
across the piazza and up the stairs, he 
would scarcely have recognized, in her 
abandon, Mrs. Cornelius Gueste. 

She hurried into her habit, trying to 
remember whether Wallie had said they 
would go down through Monticito and 
come back by the beach, or whether it 
were just the other way about. Where 
could she hope to catch up with them? 
It would be a humiliating affair enough 
for her; but she was not in the least 
thinking of herself, but only of Wallie, 
and some way by which she could avert 
his catastrophe. 

Walter had departed with the re- 
sponsibility of what he was about to 
do heavily upon him. His sister’s look 
had not failed to affect him. He felt 
he was adventuring, risking, going to 
deal with unknown quantities. 


He was to meet Blanche in town, 
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where she had told him she had some 
shopping to do. Halfway down the 
wide, wandering Main Street he saw 
her mare fastened in front of the con- 
fectioner’s. Riding up, he could glimpse 
through the glass door Blanche, a tall 
habited figtire, strolling here and there, 
sampling the sweets. He sat waiting, 
scowling in the glare of the afternoon 
sun on white awnings and_ sidewalks. 
He saw Hemming jump out of his cart 
a few doors down, in front of the sad- 
dler’s, with a broken bridle over his 
arm. - 

“Hey, Carter!” He came and leaned 
on the flank of Walter’s horse, his 
hand on the back of the saddle. 

“Beastly familiar,” Walter thought. 

Hemming’s good-natured, sensual 
face was vivid with animal spirits. 
“Where were you last night?” he said. 
“You did miss it!” 

“What?” drawled Walter. 

“Mrs. Jack Castra’s dinner dance. 
Great!” Hemming’s eyes narrowed. 
He shook his head. “I got Blanche 
Remi a bid. You know she wanted 
one like the devil. Mrs. Jack is a ter- 
rible stickler, but we’re great pals, and 
she let me have it.” 

“Miss Remi went?” 
was very lazy. . 

“Did she go?” Hemming laughed. 
“T’ll tell you what it is,” he said, “the 
Wrecker’s a wonder! She’s such a 
wonder that most of the women say, 
‘Hands off.’ But between you and me, 
she makes every other woman look like 
a Dutch doll.” 

Walter had an impulse to strike Hem- 
ming. His own words had been flung 
back at him, but he failed to recognize 
them. 

“Oh, I had a good time,” Hemming 
repeated, significantly, but unmalicious. 
“So long.” He sauntered into the sad- 
dler’s. 

Walter watched the confectioner’s 
door opening. So Blanche was under 
an obligation—such an obligation—to 
Hemming! He had not thought Hem- 
ming such a bad lot, but now 
Things Lillian had said crowded back 
to him. And Blanche’s attitude lately? 


Walter’s voice 
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The color thickened in his sallow 
cheeks. 

Blanche came out of the door with 
a swing. She was eating a chocolate. 
As she stood under the rippling awning, 
pulling on her red gloves, he saw she 
was glowing with excitement. The 
weight of her splendid hair under her 
man’s hat, the play of color in her eyes, 
the slight backward fling of her figure 
as she poised—each detail proclaimed 
eloquently how fully she was a con- 
scious, vital force, stupendous to reckon 
with. 

“Where’s Mrs. Gueste?” was the first 
question she tossed at him, with a 
straight, studying look. 

“Er—she had a headache—and—er, 
another engagement,” he added, lamely. 

Blanche laughed. “One would have 
been enough,” she said; but the curve 
of her lip quivered. She stopped his 
reply with a second question. 

“Who ran away as I came out?” she 
asked, settling in her saddle. 

“Blair Hemming.” He looked at her 
sharply, but she showed no conscious- 
ness; only a smile, as though Hemming 
were something funny. 

“Did you have an amusing time last 
night?” he asked her. 

Some vague reminder of Lillian 
Gueste’s voice startled her. The color 
deepened in her cheeks. “Oh, lovely! 
Hemming’”—she never gave a title to 
a name—‘‘took me to the Castras’.” 

“Did he get you the invitation ?” 

She looked at him in surprise. 

“T didn’t ask him for it. He offered 
a” 

“But you took it?” 

“Why not? Everyone does it.” 

Walter looked at her uneasily. He 
knew well enough that everyone didn’t. 
He said stiffly: “I don’t like the idea 
of your being under obligations to a 
man like Hemming.” 

She looked at him with a quick flush. 
It might have been anger or pleasure. 
But then her lashes lowered over her 
eyes to cover the secret. 

“You don’t!” she said. “And how do 
you suppose Hemming likes my being 
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under obligations to you? 
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He was aghast. “What has he got 
to say about it?” 

“What have you?” 
gently. 

“Good heavens!” he burst out. ‘Do 
you lump us? I thought that you and 
I were—were 2 

“Friends?” she filled in without a 
quaver. ‘‘We were. But you've changed, 
Wallie.”’ 


She let it fall 





““Since——”’ 
“Your sister came.” 
“What nonsense--—” he began, 


eagerly. 

“No’’—her eyes were somber, smold- 
ering—‘‘she hates me!’ Blanche em- 
phasized the word with her whip on the 
mare’s flank. “She thinks I’m awful! 
Hasn't she said that to you?” 

“She has said nothing of the sort. 
She has nothing to do with it.” 

“She has everything!” Blanche said, 
suddenly, passionately. She jerked the 
mare’s head fiercely. 

They had turned out of the dazzling 
street into a softly sprinkled side way, 
where the pepper trees wept their tas- 
sels in the dust. Blanche kept her eyes 
on the bit of blue sky that seemed to 
close the end of the street like a jewel 
in a setting. 

“Before she came you took me for 
just what I was. You believed in me, 
Walter. But ever since she said things, 
I feel—oh, I don’t know! As if you 
were a long way off, watching me, and 
wondering about everything I say and 
do.” 

He broke in: ‘Because once or twice 
I criticised some trifle!” 

“Oh,” she cried, “don’t think I 
wouldn’t take criticism from you! I'd 
take a lot. I’d even wear the sort of 
hats your sister does!” 

“Oh, confound the sort of hats! You 
know that’s not it. It’s—I—love you, 
Blanche.” 

He brought out the little isolated sen- 
tence breathlessly, with a jerk. His sal- 
low face was flushed. 

Blanche was very pale. The horses 
took five steps while there was silence. 
Then: 

“Tt’s sweet of you to say that.” 
girl’s voice was shaken. “But 


The 
you 
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know, Walter, as she does, I’m not her 


* kind.” 


“But I don’t want you to be!” 

“Don’t you, Walter?” She looked at 
him earnestly. “And I’m not your 
kind, either. I mean, I’m not like the 
women you’ve known. She’s made me 
feel that—your sister. It’s one reason 
why I hate her. Oh, I do!” She 
nodded at him. “You may as well know 
that. She makes me see what I’ve 
missed—little things I thought didn’t 
matter. But now y 

“But, child,” he interrupted, exas- 
perated, manlike, with her self-deprecia- 
tions, “those little things don’t’ count! 
It isn’t that. But if you loved me-—~” 

“If I loved you?” She turned large, 
astonished eyes on him. ° 

“Well, you wouldn’t take things from 
Blair Hemming. I won’t stand it,” he 
broke out. “He was talking about you, 
Blanche.” 

“What did he say ?” 

“That makes no difference. A wom- 
an can’t afford to be talked about in any 





way.. She can’t know a man in such 
a way.” 

“In what way?” The girl was 
breathless. 


He seemed to see long perspectives 
of pasts: the crowds around her at the 
dances; the men at dinners, talking to 
her across the disapproval of the other 
women; the looks following her down 
the beach. “Well, you know what I 
mean,” he answered, sullenly. 

“Oh, Walter!” Her arms fell at her 
sides with a gesture of eloquent despair. 
She seemed to divine his retrospection. 
‘But I can’t help it! I don’t do it on 
purpose—though I know people say I 
do. You don’t—don’t think I’m ‘the 
Wrecker’?” She aimed the word at 
him like a blow, and while he sought an 
answer: “You don’t believe me. You 
don’t trust me. You’re wondering now 
whether I let Hemming make love to 
me. Hemming!’—she leaned toward 
him with a savage head shake. “I may 
not know a good hat when I see one, but 
I know a good man!” 

The spur pricked. The mare 
bounded. She was rods away before 
Walter realized he was deserted. Then 
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he followed. The girl turned and mo- 
tioned him back. 

“Go away, go away!” she cried. 
There was something at once so impe- 
rious and so eritreating in voice and 
gesture that he involuntarily halted, and 
she wheeled and spurred on at a gallop. 

If she had not ridden so headlong 
she must have shrieked. The tempest 
in her was too much for expression. 
She saw, subconsciously, a gray blur 
of olive trees streaming past, with here 
and there the richer note of orange 
orchards, and always the road before 
her, an intense white line over and 
around the smooth-topped hills. She 
did not slacken pace at the passing 
phaétons, though these may have con- 
tained people whom she knew. She 
dared not look behind her, through a 
stifling hope and doubt that Walter had 
followed. She breasted the last hill 
crest, where the road lifts out of the 
gardens and orchards of Monticito to 
the high, wind-raked bluff above the 
sea. 

Here she reined in and turned and 


looked back down the long, straight 
stretch of road she had come. Empty, 
far as eye could see. She listened, 


breathlessly, but the interminable whis- 
per of the eucalyptus leaves above her 
head was the only sound. And she had 
thought so surely he would follow! 
She covered her face with her hands 
and sobbed—crying like a man, with 
deep chest respirations that shook her 
whole body. The mare, feeling a_re- 


laxed rein, moved a few steps. The 
girl’s hands fell from her face. She 
looked seaward through the slim, sway- 


ing eucalyptus trees. The tears rolled 
down her cheeks to the corners of her 
twitching mouth. Mechanically she 
wiped them away with the wrist of her 
red glove. It left odd, bloodlike streaks 
on her ‘tawny skin. They gave a men- 
acing look to her despair. She was not 
thinking of how she looked, but of 
whom she had left, of how she loved 
him! She was feeling, with her blind 
forsakenness, that if Walter gave her up 
she was lost. If he only knew how lit- 
tle the other people mattered! How 


good, how awfully, abjectly good, she 
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could be if she had him—the only man 
who had never made love to her! She 
remembered, with a stir of pure pleas- 
ure, how at first she had been piqued 
and puzzled that he did not. After- 
ward, how she had loved him for it! 
But since this woman, his sister, had 
come, Blanche did not know how it had 
been brought about, but she knew that 
she and Walter, who had been so close, 
so understanding, were apart and at 
odds. He had trusted her, and now he 
suspected her. 

She saw Lillian Gueste’s hand in it. 
Blanche did not reason; she only felt, 
and hated the subtle and delicate trea- 
son. Did Lillian Gueste suppose, she 
asked herself, that because a woman 
wore large hats and loud gloves she had 
no right to the man she Ioved? 

She rode along the cliff edge at a foot 
pace, her eyes abstractedly on the dan- 
cing shadows of eucalyptus leaves the 
sun painted in the dust. She wondered 
was this the close of what had been 
opening out before her as her life? She 
thought, with her primitive reasoning, 
were Lillian only out of the way—her 
mind did not get further than that. 
But Blanche had felt from the first that 
Lillian Gueste had come to Santa Bar- 
bara for no other reason than rescuing 
her brother, and that she did not intend 
to go until she took Wallie with her. 
“Could she do that?” Blanche wondered 
ina panic. Had an opportunity offered, 
she would have pushed Lillian Gueste 
out of her way as she would have thrust 
a pebble from her path. 

The sun, falling low in the western 
sky, made towers of tree shadows, and 
spread an iridescence over the in creep- 
ing fog, as she followed the descend- 
ing road downward toward the arroya, 
where a bridle path slipped seaward 
under willows. She had taken that 
path often before. It. met the beach 
below what was the usual limit for rid- 
ers, but she loved the long, exciting gal- 
lop, the scramble among: the rocks, the 
spice of danger at the narrow turns 
about the two points when the tide was 
coming in. 

The salt smell of the sea met her, 
strong with reek of kelp, as she ap- 
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proached its thunder through the wil- 
lows. The range of sea and sky, the 
free wind blowing between, gave her 
release from thought and scope to act. 
The tide was running in high and full. 
Where the first bold bluff jutted out, a 
distance of some six yards, the sliding 
foam already lapped the rock. Once 
around the turn of the bluff, the beach 
lay before her—a long white, empty 
sweep under black cliffs. 

She rode at an easy canter, breath- 
ing in the stinging salt air, looking out 
upon the water, where the dark “‘sea- 
ward line” swung with the swell a mile 
out in “the channel.” She had lost the 
choking tears, the despair of her first 
rush down the Monticito road. She 
felt not happy, but wildly at liberty. 


The wind took her hat, and she 
laughed, seeing it spin glown the 
beach. The tingling breeze in her 


hair whipped out the short, springy 
curls. The high animal spirits that had 
helped her over situations where a less 
vital woman would have been over- 
whelmed had begun to reassert them- 
selves in the exercise and open air. She 
scanned the empty beach perspective. 
What a gallop to the far point! She 
touched the mare, then pulled her up 
sharply in the first bound. The beach 
was not empty. Some one was riding 

perhaps a quarter of a mile in front 
of her—imperfectly to be distinguished 
among the scattered rocks. 

Her first thought was “Walter!” 
Trembling with eagerness, she peered 


under a sheltering hand. The rider was. 


a woman. In the revulsion of her feel- 
ing, Blanche’s disappointment was an 
inarticulate sound. All her misery was 
back upon her. Who it was, riding 
slowly down the beach in a direction 
similar to her own, did not matter. She 
only wanted to avoid being seen—hat- 
less, red-eyed, wild—by this woman, 
who, being a woman, was her natural 
enemy. She rode slowly, cautiously, 
hoping the other would quicken her 
pace, and put the next point between 
them. The sun had fallen into the fog, 
from under which the ocean thun- 
dered sullen, gray, up the shore. 
Blanche wanted to get around the 


next point before dusk. She saw the 
horse in front—bright sorrel on the yel- 
lowish-white sand—drawing slowly 
near the black shoulder of rock; final- 
ly, fairly at the turn of it. In an in- 
stant it would be out of sight. No, it 
had stopped; stood motionless a full 
minute; then, to the girl’s intense 
amazement, wheeled and came back 
down the beach at a quick lope. There 
seemed something of vexation in the 
sharp turn-about. 

Had the woman seen, and come back 
to speak with her? Blanche wondered. 
There was no avoiding the meeting. 
Shaking her hair over her eyes, she 
rode forward. As the rider drew 
nearer, with a contraction of heart she 
recognized Lillian Gueste. At the same 
instant she knew that Lillian had not 
seen her. 

Mrs. Gueste’s face wore a preoccu- 
pied, a vexed, a vaguely anxious, look. 
The sand half quenched the sound of 
the horse’s coming. They were almost 
abreast before she saw Blanche Remi, 
and then it was with a start, a stare of 
keen surprise, of interrogation, that ef- 
faced the first expression. 

Blanche knew whom the questioning 
eyes missed. There was about them a 
subtle, tantalizing suggestion of Wal- 
ter, and she felt the blood run in her 
temples as she bent her head in faint 
recognition. 

Mrs. Gueste stopped. 

“Where is ‘my brother?” she said. 
She fairly challenged the other with it. 
That she did not name him Mr. Carter 
was a mark of her extreme surprise, 
alarm; for Blanche Remi, with discol- 
ored eyes, disheveled hair, and the red 
stains across her face, looked wild 
enough to have thrust a displeasing 
lover into the sea. 

Blanche looked at and realized how 
she hated this woman, this unruffled 
perfection. The strength of her feel- 
ing frightened herself. But her voice 
was as cool as Mrs. Gueste’s. 

“T have no idea,” she said, politely 
insolent, and made to go on. 

Lillian Gueste’s sharp scrutiny had 
taken in all the girl’s misery, and sup- 
posed a scene. Her idea of what had 
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been Walter’s part in it made her, with 
a revulsion of relief, almost amiable. 

“You can’t get around that way,” she 
said, looking over her shoulder at the 
point. The vexation was back on her 
face. “The tide is in.” 

The girl’s eye ranged back along the 
beach. The black cliffs seemed sudden- 
ly to have marched seaward. 

“Well, you can’t get back that way,” 
she said. “The water was up to the 
second point when I came through an 
hour ago—it’s over the quicksand.” 

“Quicksand?” Lillian looked at her 
blankly. ‘‘Then what can we do?” 

“Get around there,” said Blanche, 
waving back to the near point. 

“We can't.” Irritation and unbelief 
were in Mrs. Gueste’s voice. 

“T’ve done it before. It’s easy. Come 
on.” Blanche was nonchalant in the 
face of the encroaching sea. The gulls 
were screaming above their heads, the 
sound of shattering water was in their 
ears, as they rode forward. 

At the shoulder of the point the wind 
met them, and the inrush of the ocean. 
Here the beach sloped suddenly. The 
cliffs. came out in a convex sweep of 
several rods, with a sharp jut of rock 
thrust out from the midst of it, like a 
fish’s fin. Over it, up to the cliff face, 
the water fawned and leaped, and in its 
sucking recoil left bare for an instant 
a narrow neck of sand. 

Blanche looked at the bulging bluff, 
the sharp rock. That made it bad.* One 
could not make a straight dash—would 
have to make an angle—out and then 
back ; and a moment’s hesitation at the 
‘turn—well, it wouldn’t do to meet the 
ebb there. Blanche knew the strength 
of the undertow. 

With her eyes on the rising and re- 
ceding water, she made a rapid calcula- 
tion for the best moment to go in. She 
was excited, eager for the enterprise. 
She was surprised at the other woman's 
pallor. 

“We can’t get through there,”’ Lillian 
Gueste said, half angrily. She looked 
small, pale, impotent, among the severi- 

ties of waves and sky. 

“Then where?” Blanche slid light- 
ly from her saddle. 









“If we should shout ” Lillian be- 
gan. 

Blanche almost laughed at her. Did 
this woman expect to be rescued? 
Blanche’s experience had been that peo- 
ple in bad places had to get themselves 
out. 

“Up on the cliff you couldn’t hear a 
cannon fired down here,” she said. 
“We can get through, only you must 
not be afraid.” She began loosening 
the lower hooks of her habit bodice. 

“What are you going to do?” Lil- 
lian asked, nervously. She felt fearful 
of what might happen next in these 
strange, perilous conditions. 

“Take off my skirt. Better do the 
same. Then if a wave gets you you 
can use your legs.” 

Lillian looked at her in horror. “Oh, 
no!” she said, feeling somehow insulted. 

“Tt’s “dangerous,” said Blanche, 
swinging into her saddle man-fashion. 
In her boots and spurs, with her wide 
shoulders and narrow hips, she looked 
a beautiful boy. “You'd better be 
astride, anyway,” she said. 

“T can keep my saddle.” Lillian’s 
mouth twitched nervous! “Shall I go 
first ?”’ she said. Blanche saw her hand 
on the rein tremble. In her excitement 
at the trick of the sea she had merged 
her personal attitude toward Lillian. 

“No, follow me, and do as I do. 
Wait until the wave breaks, and go out 
with it. Then when you turn at the 
rock you won't have the ebb against 
you. You'll go up with the flow. It’s 
perfectly safe. But you must not hesi- 
tate a minute. When I shout, dash!” 

The breakers were coming in high 
and quick. The neck of sand next the 
cliff was seen only momently. The 
nose of rock was perpetually in a boil 
of water. 

Blanche waited, let the great seventh 
wave go by, and in the midst of the 
surge of its recoil dashed in. She felt 
the mare stagger as the tow took her. 
A swift, terrible force seized and 
snatched her seaward. She was swept 
along like a drift. Then, almost touch- 
ing the point of rock, she was relin- 
quished. With the roar of the next 
breaker sounding fairly upon her, she 




















spurred savagely. The mare plunged 
with a boil of water to her knees, with 
a wake of white behind her. She went 
up the beach with the spray of the driv- 
ing ocean in her hair. She wheeled and 
waved to the woman on the other side. 

Through flying foam she could see 
Lillian Gueste’s face, a little white, a 
little strained in its composure. 
Blanche had felt no fear for herself, but 
now she had a thrill through her body, 
a withering sensation in her throat, to 
see Lillian Gueste waiting there, hang- 
ing on her word to make the rush. And 
the haunting semblance of Walter in 
the fixed eyes—— 

“Don’t look at the water!’ Blanche 
shouted. “Look at me! Now!’ she 
screamed, to make herself heard above 
the breaking wave. But the horse and 
rider hesitated before the recoil of it; 
came on, seemed to hover on the brink 
of it. 

“Go back!” Blanche shouted, with 
frantic gesticulation. The ebb was 
racing out. Lillian wavered, now fair- 
ly in; then the sorrel floundered out, 
belly deep in the surge. Now the girl 
saw him close upon the point of rock 
—now suddenly dragged out from it. 
A yard of fretted water heaved be- 
tween. Blanche sat as if hypnotized, 
with the sight of a struggling horse and 
rider black etched on the green water. 
It rushed over her all at once who it 
was the ebb was taking out, and she 
was motionless. She saw the rider’s 
face turned landward with the stark 
stare of the drowning appealing to her 
with Walter’s eyes.. The next moment 
she was in deep water. She breasted 
the current with a rush. She saw a 
horse, with empty saddle, struggling, 
swimming, drifting out; saw a swash of 
black tumble in the twisting tides that 
sucked it seaward. She made“a plunge 
and seized a skirt. Her fingers held a 
flow of hair. Threshing hands caught 
at her stirrup. A body sprang tense 
to her lift. Then the sea had them 
again. 

Eyes, ears, lungs, full of it. Blanche 
felt the mare gallantly struggling to 
keep footing; the steep sand seemed 
slipping away from under them. Then, 
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with a roar, the dark parted. She 
gasped in the air. She saw Lillian’s 
face wax white at her knee. She had 
not strength to lift more than the head 
and shoulders as she trailed the limp 
figure up the beach. 

Her knees tottered as she slid from 
the saddle. Her ears were ringing. Or 
was some one, somewhere, really call- 
ing to her? A cart was plunging and 
bouncing down the grassy tussocks 
that dip from the coast road to the 
beach. 

“Oh, Blair!’ She cried the driver's 
name in a burst of relief. 

“That you, Blanche?’ He _ had 
jumped out of the cart and was run- 
ning toward her. He saw the drenched 
figure on the sand. 

“My Lord! Mrs. Gueste!” 

Blanche’s clutch on his arm 


hurt 
him. ‘Oh, is she dead?” she entreated 
him, 


“Not by a good deal.” He gave his 
flask to Blanche, and rolled his carriage 
robe around Lillian. Then he stripped 
off his mackintosh. “Here, girl,” he 
said, and Blanche thrust her arms into 
the sleeves. 

“Saw you down there,” he said, lift- 
ing the unconscious woman’s dead 
weight into the cart. His voice was 
matter-of-course, but his look said she 
was magnificent. 

“Hurry, hurry!’ Blanche implored. 
“Take her over to the Crosbys’, Blair! 
Oh, quick!” 

“Well, come on, then. I’ll whirl you 
over in a jiffy.” 

“Oh, I’m going home—I’ll ride. I’m 
all right,’ she said, through chattering 
teeth. “But she might—and Mr. 
Carter——” 

“But, girl—— 

“Oh, go, go!” She lifted herself 
into the saddle. Weak as she was, her 
nervous excitement carried her up. 

“And mind, Blair, dori’t say anything 
—if you love me!” She almost laughed 
the last words at him. Then she was 
off. 

She chose not to take the boulevard, 
but cut through the town by lanes aid 
side streets, where in the dusk of gath- 
ering night and inclosing fog her drip- 
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ping horse, her drenched habit, would 
escape observation. She shook with 
nervous excitement, but the fast riding 
kept the blood pounding in her veins. 
She had no power to think coherently 
of what had happened. She had seen 
Blair Hemming lift Lillian Gueste into 
his cart, but the idea possessed her that 
Lillian had gone out in the tide, and 
drowned with that terrible face looking 
back to land, with Walter’s eyes. 

She urged the exhausted horse cruel- 
ly because the face seemed to stare at 
her out of the dark street ends. She 
seemed to look from the surface of 
things into an abyss of possibility. She 
felt afraid of herself as something hor- 
rible. 

But as she turned into the drive be- 
tween the ghostly acacias returned the 
little, concrete fear lest she be seen by 
anyone, most of all her mother. There 
were lights in the drawing-room win- 
dows that looked out on the drive oval, 
and Blanche cautiously took the far 
side, to be screened by the feathery 
palms. 

Leaving the mare at the stable, and 
money in the stableman’s hand, she 
stole tiptoe up the side stair. Once in 
her room, she stripped, bathed, rubbed 
her damp hair dry, tossed it up gleam- 
ing on the crown of her head, and, still 
in her glow and shiver of excitement, 
hooked herself into a black lace dinner 
gown glittering with jet, fastened a 
diamond crescent over her bosom, and 
swept in upon her mother and maiden 
aunt, who were patiently, resignedly, 
dining without the belated equestrienne. 

“Why, darling!” her mother mur- 
mured, in gratified amazement. Blanche 
seldom bothered to dress for dinner, 
and to-night she seemed almost too daz- 
zling to be real. She was surprised 
herself at the extent to which her 
bravado covered what had happened. 
Inwardly she was quaking. Her ears 
were alert for every sound. 


“Did you have a nice time?” her 
mother asked her. 
“Oh, lovely!” said Blanche, with a 


shiver. 
“Where did you go?” 
“Down the beach.” Blanche started. 
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Her hand poised halfway to an olive. 
She heard what her ears had been prick- 
ing for—horses’ feet on the gravel 
drive. 
With an effort she held herself quiet. 
The Spanish maid opened the dining- 


room door. “Some one to see you, 
sefiora.” 
Blanche, who had half risen, sank 


back in her chair. 

“Why, who can it be?” Mrs. Remi 
was murmuring as she went into the 
hall. 

Blanche sat listening, lips apart. She 
heard her mother exclaim; then a man’s 
voice exclaimed; she knew the voice; 
she rose. Her heart seemed beating in 
her throat. She heard her mother’s 
voice, perplexed, emphatic: “But she’s 
all right; shé’s very well. There’s 
some mistake!” 

Then Walter Carter’s, insisting: “But 
they were both in the water. Hemming 
saw her bring Lillian out. He drove 





my sister home. How could 
Blanche When she burst upon 
them. 


“Walter!” .The sight of him, wild- 
haired, pale, his mackintosh over his 
evening clothes, his general look of ca- 
tastrophe, struck her with only one sig- 
nificance. 

“Mrs. Gueste ?’ 
is she?” 

For a moment Walter could only 
stare at her; dazed. He had seen his 
sister — drenched, disheveled, white, 
unconscious—carried into the house. 
And here stood Blanche, vital, vigorous, 
self-possessed, groomed for a function. 


she gasped. “How 


“My God, no—it was you!” he 
stammered. “But—but is there any 


mistake ?” 

The soft sound of the dining-room 
door closing left them alone face to 
face. He came toward her. She 
stepped back. 

“There’s no mistake. At least, we 
were in the water, and she was afraid.” 

“But Hemming said she was washed 
out of the saddle—and the tow took her 
out, and you went after her and got 
her!” He still came toward her. It 





was hard to look him in the face, for 
the bewildered eyes reminded her of 
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Lillian Gueste’s look when the tide took to pull the cloak from her face. “She 

her out from the rocks. Blanche felt wants to see you to-morrow. She wants 

her bravado running out at her finger to tell you-——” 

ends. “Oh, no; I can’t. She wouldn't if she 
“But I didn’t I—I—oh, Walter, knew Blanche’s voice was muf- 

you don’t know what I did!” She fal- fled on his shoulder. 

















tered and sobbed. She leaned against “Well, what?” he muttered, his lips 
the hatrack and buried her face in the against her cheek. 
folds of a coat. The answer reached him, a _ half 
3. “Why, child, you simply saved her!” smothered, almost contented whisper: 
His arms were around her, and he tried “How I hated her!” 
: 
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THE BLIND 





N empty days now left behind, 
I asked why Love was counted blind. 


No answer came until I learned 
What every lover has discerned: 


The blind—my answer ran—are reft 
Of one thing, but how much is left! 





Touch, hearing, every quickened sense 
Thrills with an impulse thrice intense. 


And so when Love has filled the heart, 
Dull man awakes in every part; 


Undreamed-of potencies are rife 
Within him, crying “Sweet is life!” 


And if half-blindness be his lot, 
What matter-—since he knows it not? 


M. A. DeEWotFe Howe. 
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PERUSAL of the 
daily papers would 
lead one to the belief 
that racing, socially 
speaking, had just 
been discovered in 
New York. No ac- 
count whatsoever is 
taken by the cheerful metropolitan of 
the rest of the country, though racing 
is going on from California to Wash- 
ington, from Chicago to New Orleans 
—indeed, it is to the South that we go 
for both our hunters and our thorough- 
breds. All through the Southern States 
there are little sporting communities 
hunting a pack of hounds, whose runs, 
if they took place in the neighborhood 
of New York, would be reported in all 
our papers by the society, not the sport- 
ing, editor. 

For our thoroughbreds we still go to 
Kentucky. It was only the other day 
that I heard the owner of one of the 
great stock farms there complaining 
of the ignorance and extravagance of 
one of our younger Northern racing 
men, who sent his trainer South to buy, 
at any figure that he chose. 

Washington, though now more cos- 
mopolitan than Southern, gives, from 
the social standpoint, warm encourage- 
ment to racing. In all our cities now 
there seems to be growing up a young 
married coterie—parallel to the fash- 
ionable circle in New York. Such a 
characteristic little group is to be found 
in Philadelphia, in Chicago, in Balti- 
more and in Washington. This coterie, 
which is neither of diplomacy nor yet 
of old-time Washington, gives special 
attention to the Bennings track. Not 
but what the younger diplomats are to 
be found there, on Saturdays, when they 
are able to get away from their em- 











bassies and legations. Miss Roosevelt 
is an enthusiastic spectator. Oddly 
enough, in contrast to our Northern 
tracks, it seems to be permissible for 
two girls to go alone together to Ben- 
ning without escort. Maidens of care- 
ful upbringing may be seen stepping 
from the trolley at the race track as 
coolly as if it were a county fair. 

Ifthe New York papers take no ac- 
count, socially speaking, of all these 
tracks, it is scarcely to be expected that 
their memories should go back as far 
as Jerome Park. It was a poor course, 
I am told, with bad turns and obscure 
corners, but prettier to look at than any 
we have had since. The lawn in front 
of the clubhouse—which was separated 
from the grand stand by the whole 
width of the track—was crowded by 
the members of a society smaller but 
more complete than Morris Park or 
Sheepshead has ever seen. 

The opening of Belmont Park is des- 
tined, probably, to make a difference, to 
emphasize again the social side of the 
sport. The country club on the grounds 
—the club within a club, as it were— 
will draw a different set of people from 
those whom a mere jockey club can at- 
tract. It will be used quite independent- 
ly of any question of racing by all the 
little communities of Long Island. If 
Hempstead and Westbury and Roslyn 
and Cedarhurst will come there to dine, 
and use it as the object of an automo- 
bile trip or a drive, there will be a well- 
established social life connected with it 
before the next race meeting opens. 

- I do not believe that any nation de- 
rives, as a whole, quite the delight from 
a race track that we do—with our Puri- 
tan traditions. To the English it is the 
national sport; to the French the ex- 


travagance of the smartest people; but 
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to us, though both these elements may 
enter in, it is an intense excitement, 
which many of us have been brought 
up to think wicked. The mere word 
“horse-racing” would have struck terror 
to the hearts of our grandmothers, and 
thus a sport perfectly harmless to most 
of us has acquired a most alluring flavor 
of naughtiness. It is this feeling, this 
common sense of emancipation, that 
holds together a race-going crowd with 
a general sense of gayety. For as a 
nation we are not conspicuous for gay- 
ety. If we do not take our amusements 
solemnly, like the English, we at least 
take them strenuously. In this respect, 
racing has changed a good deal in the 
last twenty years. We are a little more 
serious about it than we used to be. 
In my recollection of the old days at 
Jerome Park, the clubhouse—certainly 
the feminine portion of it—took the 
sport itself much more lightly. The 
drive out in somebody’s coach, and the 
wonderful clothes one could wear and 
see, were the most important features 
of the day. You did not find the ladies 
in the paddock, as you see them now. 
Nor did they as openly transfer crisp 
bills from their own pretty purses to the 
bookies. Mild “pools,” in which one 
drew for one’s number quite irrespec- 
tive of tips and inside information, were 
the only ladylike form of betting. There 
was something quite casual and social 
in the way in which everybody sat about 
on the lawn, under, I verily believe, the 
most brilliant parasols that the world 
has ever seen; the clubhouse behind us, 
and on the side a long line of coaches. 
It was a very long line, yet we could 
all tell them at a glance. 

But this has changed now. Automo- 
biles have driven out coaches. Not but 
what one still sees them, beautifully ap- 
pointed, at any track; but instead of be- 
ing the chosen means of locomotion for 
the fortunate, they are merely a pictur- 
esque way of wasting time. The con- 
sequence is that at Belmont Park one 
notices a distinct modification in the 
gorgeousness of the women’s clothes. 
In this country we have never gone 
the lengths of English women, whose 
clothes at Ascot and Epsom seemed to 
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me quite’as suitable to.a ballroom: Still, 
our best dressed wonten have always 
felt hitherto that the races afforded a 
unique opportunity — especially “when 
approached on the top of a-smart ‘coach. 
At Jerome and even at Morris Park, 
where New York could pour out in elec- 
tric hansoms, this was still the rule, but 
to Belmont Park the trip in an automo- 
bile over dusty Long Island roads, or 
even on the Long Island Railroad, will 
not permit the same elaborate dressing. 

It is not, however, only the chance to 
see and wear good clothes that gives 
races their charm to feminine: eyes. 
Perhaps their chief attraction is the 
flavor of the great world. The penalty 
of leading a sheltered life is having a 
limited outlook, and the obverse of be- 
ing select is being narrow. Women are 
beginning to see this. Society is un- 
questionably growing more and more 
friendly to the successful outsider, the 
people who are, as the phrase is, “doing 
something.” So far literary stars have 
had the main share of notice, but great 
actresses, great artists, even great scien- 
tists, have nowadays much more atten- 
tion paid to them than the merely well- 
bred and socially available can hope for. 
Even the most exclusive of our great 
ladies no longer take pride in never 
having heard the name of anyone out- 
side their own circle. We have not be- 
come such lion hunters as the London- 
ers, but we enjoy very much having 
pointed out to us, here a great plunger 
from Chicago, there a dancer never be- 
fore seen but from across the foot- 
lights. The race track is an excellent 
field for such experiences. Not, of 
course, that these experiences must be 
carried too far. It is one thing to see 
the celebrities of the stage, but quite an- 
other to hear them calling our husbands 
and brothers by their first names. A 
recent instance of this kind has been 
brought to the attention, so it is said, 
of the governors of Belmont Park, with 
the result that box holders have been 
implored to be more circumspect in 
their choice of guests. 

But of all our tracks, Saratoga offers 
the most amusing phases to the observer 
of things social. Smart New York ap- 
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pears to think that Saratoga ceased to 
exist from the time when it was no 
longer the Newport of our grandmoth- 
ers, until rediscovered in the interests 
of racing by the late Mr. William C. 
Whitney. The true situation is infinite- 
ly more amusing. 

Saratoga, with its enormous hotels, 
teeming with a society busy and well 
entertained, has been perfectly satisfied 
with itself in spite of the fact that 
smart New York knew it not. The 
United States Hotel has represented all 
that was socially delightful to many peo- 
ple who never heard of the ‘Four Hun- 
dred.””, And now suddenly into this 
community comes the smartest of New 
York’s racing section—the Whitneys, 
the Mackays, the Wilsons and the 
young Vanderbilts, and several more of 
like sort. And not only do they come, 
but they come under circumstances that 
render almost impossible the exclusive- 
ness that has been regarded as essential. 
This year, I believe, the Mackays and 
a few others are renting separate 
houses, but hitherto it has been hotel 
life for everybody. Hotel life, which 
New Yorkers so scorn! A “‘cottage’”— 
1. @., a suite of connecting rooms in a 
great caravansary—was the utmost se- 
clusion possible. After the publicity of 
the race track, this was the only refuge. 
Then to meet the crowd again at din- 
ner at Canfield’s (the ladies penetrated 
no further than the dining room even 
in the palmy days), and later, per- 
haps, to listen to the band at the Grand 
Union. This is a life in contrast to the 
seclusion of the cliffs at Newport. Ver- 
ily racing makes strange companions. 

There is something particularly gay 
in the atmosphere of the place. Any 
serious business other than racing is 
so plainly lacking. As the meeting is 
in summer, a great many men choose 
their holiday so as to take it in. The 
result is that we suddenly find ourselves 
in the midst of a class of idle men—at 
leisure and eager to be amused, almost 
like a foreign community. No one who 
has been to Saratoga will ever repeat 
the worn platitude that American men 
do not know how to enjoy a holiday. 

We must remember, too, that for the 
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feminine element racing is one of the 
few oportunities for—can we use so 
ferocious a term as “gambling” for the 
risking of a mild fiver on a “sure 
thing’? People are fond of saying that 
women are born gamblers; meaning, I 
suppose, that they love it better than 
men do. But it seems to me that this 
is only half the truth. The element of 
chance has‘charms for all of us, and 
women have so few opportunities to in- 
dulge it. They do not usually speculate 
in Wall Street; their daily occupation 
is not a gamble, as so many businesses 
are; the private wager is almost un- 
known to them. Until bridge swept 
over us, women could not, while spend- 
ig as much money as they pleased, 
have any of the fun of losing it. Per- 
haps, in spite of all the talk about the 
intellectual stimulation of bridge, it 
owes some of its popularity to the same 
causes that the races do. 

Not but what I believe that the inter- 
est of many women is a truly sporting 
one. Feminine love and knowledge of 
horses have increased wonderfully in 
the last twenty-five years. Our moth- 
ers and grandmothers rode, but took it 
as an elegant relaxation, or even as a 
mere means of locomotion. In_ this 
country the true sportswoman — the 
woman who hunts and drives four-in- 
hand and tandem—is a fairly recent de- 
velopment. In England we have only 
to go back to the novels of Whyte Mel- 
ville to see that even in the middle of 
the last century she was a known type. 
It is not at all uncommon for women 
over there to know quite as much about 
horses as their brothers, to understand 
the horses and the cattle and the pigs. 
for Englishwomen to own a racing 
stable is no novelty, while here the joint 
experiment of two of our best known 
ladies was very much talked about, and 
endured but a short time. 

The sport is essentially a sport for 
men. Women are merely onlookers; 
and in so far as it has a social side, 
even that side is controlled by men, 
serving thus as the great exception to 
things social. 

Naturally we assume that the major- 
ity of men who go into racing go into 
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it for the love of the sport itself. Yet 
we cannot look about us and see the 
men who have not only no knowledge 
of racing, but no knowledge of horses, 
even their own, without asking what is 
the inducement that has led them to take 
it up. 

There are a good many answers. In 
the first place, there is the prestige. 
You buy a racing stable, and your name 
is known not only to your equals—the 
other owners, the members of the 
jockey clubs—but to every office boy 
who “plays the ponies,” to every great 
lady who wants a competent guide to 
the paddock. Mr. Belmont may build 
subways and conduct gigantic banking 
operations, but it is as the man who 
named Belmont Park that he is known 
to a majority of his fellow countrymen. 
The racegoing community is an epit- 
ome of all society, from the “tout” and 
the beggar to the multi-millionaire. A 
real aristocracy can be built on so well 
organized a foundation, and the owner 
of a great stable has the flattery of all 
classes in his little world. 

Then, too, it is the sign and symbol 
of great wealth. Some men prefer to 
tell you how rich they are; others load 
their wives with jewels, or endow uni- 
versities. Others, again, set up a racing 
stable. It is a process that sets them in 
a small class apart. 

But even in a society as materialistic 
as gurs, the outward symbol is not ev- 
erything. A house on the east side of 
the park, a perfectly appointed carriage, 
a steam yacht—these are valuable in- 
struments to those destined to “get on,” 
but can by themselves affect very little 
for those who are not so destined. Cold- 
blooded as the inter-relations of society 
seem to be, they are, nevertheless, hu- 
man relations, and can never be 
achieved by mere things, however much 
we may hear to the contrary. Know- 
ing this, women who desire social ad- 
vancement always seek it through the 
means of friendships. 

But men! The spectacle of a man 
struggling for social success was rare 
a few years ago. It was always sup- 
posed to be the wives and daughters of 
our self-made men who waged the com- 
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bat. But nowadays, as society and 
business are growing closer and closer, 
as more of our great financiers take 
prominent social positions, as promi- 
nent social positions become a more and 
more valuable asset, we find, as we are 
bound to, that men desire such positions 
more and more. 

This is the damaging suspicion that 
clings to men who go into racing after 
a past ignorant of horseflesh—-the sus- 
picion that they are using the sport as a 
means of social advancement. Many 
people who ought to know will tell you 
that no such advantage is offered by 
racing, and will point to the veterans of 
the turf whose names have never been 
heard socially. But the answer to this 
is that such men had no ulterior motive, 
and would not have wanted social hon- 
ors, even if they had come. | 

Even in countries where the sport is 
more seriously taken than here, this 
social element mingles with it. In 
France racing is the special amusement 
of the fastest set—not of the vieille 
noblesse, but of Monsieur Blanc of 
dry goods fame, of that set who has 
imported its clothes and its slang from 
England, the set whose men cannot be 
told from well-bred Englishmen, the 
set who has invented “le sport.” To 
penetrate this set is almost impossible 
for a foreigner. Indeed, the only rep- 
resentative of the Vanderbilt family 
who has gone into racing at all has 
done so in France. Perhaps even for 
him some little aid was necessary in that 
difficult circle. 

In England, again, the situation is 
different. The turf is the serious and 
respected sport of all classes. London 
is literally empty the day of the Derby. 
Many of the most honored names in 
England have been, or are, connected 
with a great racing stable. It is bound 
to have also an important social aspect. 
The winning of the Derby has always 
been so eagerly desired by Americans 
that one is justified in suspecting that 
the social prominence attracts them. 
Yet here the very seriousness of the 
English attitude toward their favorite 
sport is clearly to be seen. The Eng- 
lishman is quick to detect an unsports- 
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manlike attitude; and to use the “sport 
of kings” for social purposes is a thing 
he finds it hard to forgive. 

Over there it is most literally the 
‘sport of kings,” for it must, if success- 
fully followed, bring you sooner or 
later into contact with the king himself. 
This apparently is not always the most 
agreeable of experiences, if the story is 
true that one of our most conspicuous 
expatriates, who has been racing over 
there, has been almost forced out of it 
on account of a breach of etiquette. It 
seems he bid against the king for the 
possession of a certain horse, and bid 
higher than his majesty cared to go. 
The gentleman who was representing 
the king was immensely incensed, and 
has taken steps to prevent such auda- 
cious competition. Yet to republican 
eyes it seems rather hard that the king’s 
bid should of itself preclude all others. 

Here the position of racing is so 
much more ambiguous. It has not the 
respect of the country at large. It does 
not make one beloved or even cele- 
brated in the world outside the track. 
No political capital could be made out 
of it. As to its social uses, I think it is 
fair to say that, while no social advan- 
tage necessarily follows, it offers an 
immense opportunity to those clever 
enough to take advantage of it. 

For the main difficulty in the way of 
the social aspirant is the first step—is in 
getting to know two or three of the 
right people—two or three are often 
sufficient. A large yacht may be a pow- 
erful recommendation, but let her own- 
er once fill her with the wrong people, 
and he were better without her. To 
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make yourself conspicuous is fatal un- 
less your companions are those whom 
the world envies. To advertise your- 
self is, alas! too often to advertise your 
undesirable friendships. Many men 
seem to think that a coach is the safe 
road to success, and will drive round 
and round the park secure in the know]l- 
edge that their appointments are per- 
fect and their horses the best, not 
knowing that the effect is being ruined 
by their guests, who are evidently un- 
known to the world of fashion. The 
idea seems to be that it is quite safe to 
begin with “frumps,” that they-are bet- 
ter than no one. But this is a great 
mistake. Solitude has its dignity. 
Common friends have none at all. It 
is not easy to progress from them to 
the more exclusive. Once you have 
identified yourself with the wrong peo- 
ple, the right ones insist on believing 
that that is the kind you really prefer. 

For the rich bachelor there are just 
two avenues of social ambition. He 
may become attentive to a smart girl 
not so accustomed to attention as to be 
overcritical, or if he is above this sort 
of thing, I know of nothing so hopeful 
as racing. Here is a sport in which he 
may become known without forming 
undesirable social ties, without pro- 
claiming his acquaintance with undesir- 
able people. There is a chance for him 
to meet men of the best position in an 
atmosphere congenial to friendship—a 
mutual interest in a great sport. At 
the same time there is no role in which 
a man may appear better than in that 
of a straightforward and _ generous 
sportsman. 
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HE looked up from 
the fire she was 
kindling in the small 
wood heater; a stout, 
rosy-faced old woman, 
the sole occupant of 
the humble little eat- 
ing house at Socorro 

Junction. The Spanish name means 
succor, and probably marks the place 
where some man or party in dire need 
was rescued. The man who entered 
had a muffled feminine figure clinging 
to his arm, and he glanced about suspi- 
ciously as he asked, in a voice which 
held a sharp note of anxiety: ‘‘Is this 
an eating house—a hotel ?” 

“This here’s the Wagon Tire 
House,” returned its proprietor, rising 
and shaking the pifion slivers from her 
checked apron. 

“Have you rooms—a pa1lor—some 
place where this lady can be alone?” 

Without awaiting an answer, he 
turned and whispered to the veiled 
woman, who shuddered and shrank ; but 
whether from his touch or with fear 
of publicity was not apparent. ‘Take 
off your things—put back that infernal 
veil,’ he muttered, angrily. ‘“There’s 
nothing here to hurt you.” 

The removal of the wraps showed a 
round, innocent face, with its own pre- 
tensions to beauty. Such prettiness as 
it held, however, was just now stricken 
out of it by the blanched terror which 
dominated every curve and line. 

“No, sir,” said the old woman, sur- 
INO, ’ é ’ 
veying them both. “This ain’t rightly a 

hotel. I’ve——” 

“Why do you call it one, then?” in- 
terrupted the man, angrily. He placed 
his companion in a chair, and stood be- 
tween her and the proprietor of the eat- 
ing house. “Who are you, anyhow?” 
he asked, as he removed his shining silk 
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hat, and mopped his brow with a snowy 
handkerchief. 

“T’m Huldy Sarvice. Most folks calls 
me Aunt Huldy,” she returned, looking 
her guest up and down. 

The man did not volunteer any return 
information; but Huldah, who was 
given to communing with herself in re- 
gard to her patrons and summing them 
up instantly, supplied the deficiency 
with the muttered statement: “And 
you're a gambler. Everything about 
you jest hollers ‘Gambler.’” Her eye 
fell upon the little figure behind the 
tall, black-clad one. It rested a mo- 
ment on the crude, pathetically approba- 
tive countenance which should have 
been rosy and smiling. “You're . 
she halted in her unspoken sentence. 
“I’m blessed if I know what you are. 
You don’t look like no sport’s wife. 
You sure don’t look like anything worse. 
I guess you're just a fool. Poor little 
soul! I see mighty deep waters in 
front of your feet.” 

Even while these things were flitting 
through Aunt Huldah’s mind, she had 
been automatically answering “yes” and 
“no” to the somewhat heated inquiries 
of her would-be guest. Now, with a 
quick patter of little running feet, a 
small Mexican boy, with half a pie, 
burst in from the kitchen, followed 
closely by the irate cook, who was also 
his mother. Huldah held her plump 
sides and shook with mirth as the little 
rascal doubled and turned among the 
chairs and table legs, snatching a hasty 
bite now and again from his stolen 
pie. Nobody knew better than the 
proprietor of the Wagon Tire House 
—kind, motherly soul—that the threats 
the Mexican woman hurled after her 
offspring were threats only. 

At last, when the final morsel was 
bolted, Jose permitted himself to be 
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caught, and burst into loud conven- 
tional sobs as his mother berated him. 
The slim, pale little woman crouching 
in her chair, her great furred cloak— 
painfully new, as was all the rest of her 
expensive wear—drawn tight around 
her, watching this scene with wide, 
horrified eyes, sprang up and, in spite 
of the man’s restraining hand, ran to 
the child. 

“Oh! Don’t strike him!” she cried, 
kneeling before the boy, her face 
bathed in tears. “You'll be sorry— 
sorry—if you do! I had a little boy 
—a baby—and I used to—to forget 
sometimes and—and be harsh r 

The man caught her shoulder and at- 
tempted to raise her. She shook him off 
almost as though she had not noticed 
it. 

“Louise! Louise!” he said. “This is 
ridiculous. Sit down. She isn’t going 
to hurt the child.” 

3ut the kneeling woman went on ex- 
actly as though she had not heard. 
“You mustn’t strike him. If anything 
should happen ’ she hesitated. “My 
little boy ‘ 

She stole a look over her shoulder 
at the angry man. 

The Mexican woman’s doubled fist 
came down, unclinched and became fin- 
gers, which fumbled at her kitchen 
apron. “Is your young son dead, 
sefiora?”’ she asked, in an awed voice. 

“Louise!” remonstrated the man. 

The girl whom he addressed shiv- 
ered, caught the boy in her arms, and 
sobbed wildly: “No, no—not dead, I 
wish he were. I wish I were dead!” 

The man leaned down and lifted her 
bodily to her feet. “Here,” he said, 
pushing her not overgently back into 
the chair, “you sit down and get your 
nerves quiet.” He turned almost sav- 
agely to Huldah Sarvice, demanding: 
“There is surely some place you can 
give us where my wife can be alone. 
You see how it is here.” 

Huldah nodded, looking at her visitor 
with shrewd, kindly eyes. “I ’spect 
your wife’’—she put a little stress on 
the two words, and the girl winced, her 
pale face reddening—‘“I jest think she’s 
better off here among people.” 

















The man made a muttered objection, 
but Huldah went serenely on: “My 
lodgin’ rooms is acrost the street, and I 
don’t know’s I’ve got a vacant one. 
They’s a man with a broken leg in one 
of ’em, an’ a feller that’s been drinkin’ 
a little too much is in another. Two 
more of ’em is locked up by the men 
that rents ’em. Best sit here till I can 
git you a little supper; mebby that'll 
cheer her up some.” 

All the time she talked, Aunt Hul- 
dah had been watching the little 
woman’s face and behavior, which were 
those of a creature under some desper- 
ate pressure; and as she concluded and 
turned back to her fire building, she 
made her decision. ‘That man—hus- 
band or not—has done something that 
she’s knownst to. He’s a_ gambler; 
mebby he’s knifed some feller acrost 
the cards; mebby he’s gone further. 
3ut my guess is that she knows of 
some crime he’s done, an’ he’s hangin’ 
onto her for fear she'll tell.” 

She rose from the now kindled fire 
for another covert survey of her guests, 
who were deep in a whispered confer- 
ence. ‘Yes, and she'd jest about do it, 
too. She wants to give him away.” 
Again, after a moment of keen obser- 


. vation on her way to the kitchen, she 


added: ‘An’ he knows it.” 

As she went on with her supper, aided 
by the Mexican woman, who was used 
to her habit. of arguing with herself 
aloud, she muttered: ‘“‘What next, 
then?” and answered her own question : 
“Why, her life ain’t safe with him— not 
a minit!” 

Having come to which conclusion, 
she gave her helper a few hasty direc- 
tions, wiped her hands on her apron and 
marched back to the front room, where 
all day long the dining table stood set 
out with its pink mosquito-net cover- 
ing. “I’ve got a room of my own,” she 
began, abruptly. . “ ’Tain’t much of a 
place, but there’s a bed in it, where 
your wife could lay down.” 

The two were on their feet in a mo- 
ment. Huldah laid hold of the cring- 
ing little shoulder nearest her, and 
turned to the door. “It'll be nigh to 
three hours,” she observed, “till the 
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south-bound comes through. I shan’t 
be usin’ the room, and she might as well 
git a little rest there.” 

“T’ll take her over, and stay with 
her,” agreed the man, reaching for his 
hat. 

““No—no, sir, that was not my offer,” 
objected the old woman. “My room 
and my bed she can have—because she 
needs ‘em. But it ain't fixed up, and 
I'll jest have to ask you to let her go 
by herself.” 

The man’s pale-countenance went a 
shade whiter; a peculiar trick he had of 
showing his teeth without smiling be- 
came suddenly apparent. It rendered 
his handsome face repulsive for the mo- 
ment, as he grasped the arm which was 
not clinging to Aunt Huldah. “Come 
back here. Sit down. What do you 
mean by pretending that you—that 
i” 

He jerked the girl toward him with 
such force that she cried out faintly, 
and Huldah’s gray eyes, the one beauti- 
ful feature of her homely countenance, 
narrowed and sparkled. “You go and 
get us something to eat,” he blustered. 
‘Food is what she needs. She isn’t well 
enough to be alone; and you won't let 
me take her over and stay with her.” 

‘Please go away,” begged the sobbing 
girl, looking pleadingly at MHuldah. 
“You—it only makes it worse. I—lI’m 
all right here. Please go away.” 

And Huldah went, glancing back to 
see that the man had seated himself once 
more in front of the huddled figure, 
looming above her, bending toward her ; 
and that urgent whispered parley had 
begun again. 

The proprietor of the Wagon Tire 
House was just turning her sizzling 
steak in its skillet when the door be- 
hind her opened a crack, and the gam- 
bler, as she had mentally dubbed him, 
put his head through. 

“Come here,” he said. 

Huldah grunted. “I am here,” she 
returned. ‘‘What is it you want?” 

“T want to speak to you’’—impatient- 
ly. 

“Speak,” suggested the old woman. 

“But I’ve got something to say that I 
don’t care to yell to every fool on the 


street.” He stared malevolently at the 
broad, blue calico back and half turned 
to retrace his steps; but no, he needed a- 
woman’s help—he must have it; and he 
finally began, in an anxious, reluctant 
half whisper: “What do you think of 
her? Is she really sick?” 

“T think she’ll die, all right,” an- 
swered the old woman, without turning 
her head or glancing up from her cook- 
ing. 

“You do!” sneered the man, with a 
sudden loudness of tone. ‘“‘You think 
she'll die! You women are always 
using that word. I never saw a woman 
in a tight place yet but what she began 
whining that she believed it would kill 
her—that she’d die.” 

“Well, and they die, too, sometimes 
—don’t they ?” 

A little sound or movement in the 
room behind him brought the man’s 
glance around with such a malignant 
scowl that Huldah, noting it, deemed 
her time to speak out had come. “See 
here, sir,” she began, turning away 
from the stove—‘‘Manuelita, tend to 
that steak, and don’t let it burn, for 
goodness’ sake—see here, sir, you know 
a lot more’n I do about what ails that 
woman in there. But I know enough 
to know that she’s goin’ to die if she’s 
driv’ like you've been drivin’ her.” 

“Like I’ve been driving her!” echoed 
the man, angrily. “She’s the one that’s 
making it hot for me. There’s nothing 
the matter with her.” 

“All right,” returned Huldah, apply- 
ing herself once more to the cooking. 
“If there’s nothing the matter of her, 
what did you come out here to ask me 
about it for?” Sudden rage mastered 
her as she worked over the steak gravy. 
She whirled and shook a finger at her 
interlocutor so sharply that he drew 
back. “I tell you that little creatur’ in 
the room behind you is a-goin’ to die 
if she ain’t let up on,” she finished, im- 
pressively. 

Fear, indecision and rage contended 
upon the man’s face. “Oh, Lord!” he 
ejaculated, “if one woman can’t raise 
enough row, there’s always another to 
help her. Well, come in here. You 
can take her over. To your own room, 
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mind—nowhere else. And let nobody 
else see her or talk to her. You'll come 
right back, and not stay with her.” He 
looked at Huldah Sarvice’s strong, be- 
nevolent face, which smiled upon him 
inscrutably. “I expect I’m a fool to risk 
it,” he muttered. ‘‘But—-well, come in.”’ 

“Stay with her!” echoed Huldah, 
tossing up her head with a peculiar, free 
motion which belonged to her in times 
of excitement. “Stay with her? J 
don’t want to stay with your wife. I’ve 
got my work to do. I don’t spy on no- 
body—no matter how bad things looks 
for ’em.” 

She had spoken the latter words in 
an undertone, as she gathered the 
drooping girl and her belongings upon 
a capable arm. Now, as a_ heavy, 
drumming roar became audible, she 
added, in excitement: “Land sakes! 
There’s a train. No, it can’t be no 
train; but for sure them’s engines out 
on the Magdalena Branch! I’ve got to 
fly ’round and git supper for them train 
crews. All the boys o’ the Magda- 
lena Branch eats with me.”” She made 
as though to release her charge, saying 
sharply: “I guess I ain’t hardly time 
to take your wife acrost—let alone 
hangin’ ’round to chat with her.” 

“Hi, colonel! That big trunk of 
yours bu’st open when we tried to get 
it off the freight,” announced a man’s 
voice in the doorway. “Want to come 
over and see to it?” 

This was the help that Huldah could 
have asked for. The man addressed as 
“colonel” turned from one to the other 
with a worried look. “I guess I’ve got 
to,” he replied to the brakeman. “How 
bad is it?” 

“T didn’t see it,” returned the other, 
“but Billy said it was plumb bu’st, and 
the things fallin’ out. It'll have to be 
roped, I guess.” 

As the men hurried away in the di- 
rection of the station, Huldah turned 
briskly and tightened her arm about 
the girl. “Now, honey,” she whis- 
pered. And they hastened across the 
straggling red mud road in the face of 
a shower whose large drops were be- 
ginning to pelt down like hail. Aunt 
Huldah gathered up her petticoats and 
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ran. “I'll have to git them winders 
shut,” she panted. “I hope to gracious 
Manuelita’s got the sense to shut ’em in 
the other house.” 

The roaring of engines which Hul- 
dah had mentioned as on the Magdalena 
Branch came more distinctly now. 
“Looks like there must be three or four 
of ‘em—engines—one right behind 
t’other,” the old woman muttered. “I'll 
jest git you fixed comfortable over here, 
honey, and shut them winders, an’ then 
I must run back.” 

But when she would have done so, 
the girl clung to her with shaking hands. 
“Oh, don’t leave me!” she _ sobbed. 
“Don’t let that man know where I am. 
Hide me.” 

“He ain’t your husband, then?” haz- 
arded Huldah. 

“No—no—no!” moaned the girl. 
“My husband’s a freight conductor on 
this road—Billy Gaines. You’ve seen 
him. He told me about you and the 
Wagon Tire House—about your hav- 
ing a wagon tire in front of it to beat 
on to call to meals. I expect he’s eaten 
many a meal here. He might come 
now ; and then if he saw me—and that 
man—and—oh, hide me!” 

Aunt Huldah let the head rest upon 
her shoulder, the shamed face hidden. 
“Who is this feller they call colonel, 
child?” she asked, gently. 

“He owned—the house we lived in 
—in El Paso,” came the muffled expla- 
nation. ‘“He’s rich, and—and very re- 
fined.” 

“IT know a place that’s full of jest 
such refined fellers,’ muttered Huldah, 
angrily. 

“Billy didn’t seem to love the baby as he 
—as—and Colonel Emerson is very fond 
of children—he’s devoted to my baby— 
or I thought he was. And he said that 
it was cause enough for me to leave 
Billy. And if I should leave him—if 
I should leave Billy—if I should get a 
divorce from him—he said—Colonel 
Emerson said——” 

“Don’t tell me what he said, honey 
child,” urged Huldah. “What'd he 
do? Where’s your baby?” 

Oh, then the poor little mother clung 
with strangling sobs to the stronger, 
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older woman.. “I’m so scared,” she 
whispered. ‘He got me all these nice 
things—ain’t my clothes awfully pretty ? 
—and he promised we'd bring the baby 
with us. He says he’s taking me to his 
mother, and that I can stay there until 
I get my divorce—because, you know, 
Billy has treated me awfully mean, and 
he don’t care—Billy—he don’t care a 
thing on earth about me nor the baby 
any more.” 

She reiterated these last words with a 
piteous look of entreaty into the kind 
gray eyes bent upon her, repeated them 
as a little child repeats a lesson which 
has been laboriously taught to it. Hul- 
dah looked at her with infinite pity. 
“‘Where’s your baby?” she repeated. 

“That’s what scares me!” cried the 
wife of Billy Gaines. “He said—Colonel 
Emerson said—when he met me at the 
station, and he hadn’t sent for the baby 
like he promised to—that he was going 
to have some man that he knew go and 
get the boy and take it to his mother’s 
house, but that it wouldn’t do for it to 
travel with us, because we could be 
traced by it. I’—the pretty lips trem- 
bled—“I never was away from my baby 
a night in my life. I don’t know if 
anybody knows where to get his little 
night drawers. He always wears a lit- 
tle sack, extra, at night, because he’s a 
great one for throwing his arms out 
and getting the covers off them——” 

She was running on like a crazed 
thing, with these little fond details, 
when Huldah Sarvice’s strong voice 


interrupted her. “Thank God!” said. 


the old woman, heaving a mighty sigh 
of relief. “If you’re a good mother, 
you’re worth savin’. I’m goin’ right 
over now an’ telegraft to your husband.” 

“Oh, no! Don’t do that!’ cried the 
other. “He'll be killed. You mustn't. 
Don’t. He'll be killed!’ 

“Killed!” snorted Huldah. Hers was 
the rough-and-ready code of the West. 
“Killed—and serve him right!” 

“T don’t mean Colonel Emerson,” re- 
monstrated the frantic girl. “Some- 
times I think he’s a bad man—an aw- 
ful man—anyhow, he'll just have to 
stand it if anything happens. It’s Billy 
I’m thinking about. The colonel has 


shot three. or four men—he’ll kill my 
poor Billy——” 

Huldah smiled to herself in the gath- 
ering darkness. The problem was be- 
coming easier and easier. But the girl's 
strangled, sobbing voice went on: “And 
I couldn’t bear to see Billy. I don't 
dare to have him see me when he knows 
about this. I-can’t face him. If you 
say you're going to telegraph to him, I'll 
run right straight to Colonel Emerson 
and get him to take me away some- 
where.” 

Huldah puckered her lips—had she 
been a man she would have whistled. 
She saw no way but to go with the girl 
and fight it out with her tempter. 
“Come,” she said, a little roughly for 
Huldah. “I'll go back with you.” 

She whom the old woman would have 
saved turned like a hunted thing, as to 
elude her benefactress. Huldah clung 
to her arm, and they struggled thus to 
the doorway. Here the thunder of en- 
gines toward Magdalena once more ar- 
rested the attention of the proprietor of 
the Wagon Tire House. It had in- 
creased to a deafening uproar; the rain 
fell like bullets; and even as they drew 
back, frightened, there was no street to 
be seen—only a flood of swirling yellow 
water, running like a tail race between 
the lodging rooms and the little eating 
house. “My Lord!” groaned Huldah. 
“I might ’a’ knowed ’twa’n’t engines. 
Hit’s a cloudburst, above—the big ar- 
royo’s up.” 

It was true. The red gash which 
through nine-tenths of the year lay dry 
and yawning beside the tracks of the 
little Magdalena Branch railway was 
brimmed with the same tide which 
swept the street. And down it, as they 
looked, came a wall of writhing, tor- 
mented water, nearly five feet high. 

There had been a cloudburst in the 
mountains above, whence came such 
trickle as fed the arroyo in the dry sea- 
son. Twice before had this thing hap- 
pened, and the little eating house stood 
upon stilts of cottonwood logs to be 
above the flood line, while the lodging 
house was on higher ground. 

The watching women saw the flood 
reach the railway track, beat upon its 
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embankment with upraised, clinched 
hands, tear at it with outspread fingers 
in an access of fury, wrench up the 
rails yet bolted to the ties, and fling 
them forward on its crest as it plunged 
on. The two little houses, standing iso- 
lated from the town and nearer to the 
railroad tracks than any other, were 
now in an open waste of water, the cur- 
rent sweeping swiftly between them, an 
eddy lapping in their back yards. 

As Huldah saw Manuelita’s fright- 
ened face at a window of the Wagon 
Tire House, she made a trumpet of her 
plump hands and shouted: “Don’t you 
be scared, Manuelita—hear? Keep up 
the fire, and make a b’iler of coffee. I'll 
be over soon’s I can git thar!” 

Billy Gaines’ wife looked down at the 
water with relief. “He can’t come 
across that,” she murmured. 

“No, he can’t,” agreed Aunt Hul- 
dah. “An’ you come an’ lay down on 
my bed. Slip off your shoes, an’ loosen 
your clothes, but don’t undress. This 
house is safe, I reckon; but no knowin’ 
what might happen.” 

All that night Huldah Sarvice 
worked, with the strength of a man and 
the knowledge of a seasoned frontiers- 
woman. The injured were brought to 
the lodging house or the eating house, 
just as it happened. When a hastily im- 
provised boat came to their aid, she 
went in it over to see that some refresh- 
ment was prepared for the workers; 
and later, when the sullen flood receded 
to a languid swell, she paddled back 
and forth on foot, her petticoats gath- 
ered in one sweep of her arm, and what- 
ever was necessary to carry held fast 
with the other. 

“You'll get your death, Aunt Hul- 
dah,” remonstrated the agent, when she 
had struggled across to the station to 
send a telegram to Billy Gaines. 

“T reckon not,’ she returned, with 
twinkling eye. “Seems like you can’t 
drown me. I’ve been flooded out six 
times; twict at El Captain, once at 
Blowout and now three times here; and 
I ain't drownded yet. This is a good 
long telegraft that I’m a-sendin’; but I 
reckon the railroad won't grudge it to 

” 
me, 


“You bet they won't,” returned the 
boy, heartily, as he addressed himself 
to his key. “I'll add a message of my 
own to a fellow I know at El Paso, and 
get him to hunt Billy up if he’s on duty 
to-night.” 

Huldah beamed. “That’s awful good 
of you,” she returned; “but if you had 
seen that little woman over there a run- 
nin’ from ‘one window to another, a 
wringin’ her hands and carryin’ on so 
that I’m ’most afraid to leave her alone, 
you'd be glad to do it.” 

As she splashed back to her tired 
helpers and the injured at the Wagon 
Tire House, the old woman muttered to 
herself: “He’s a good boy. It’s bet- 
ter to have good friends than to be 
rich;” and never reflected for an in- 
stant that no personal benefit had been 
conferred upon herself in the matter. 

With the simple wisdom of a good 
woman who knows well the human 
heart, Huldah set poor Louise Gaines to 
attending upon the worst injured of the 
flood sufferers, and took her promptly 
in to see the one corpse which so far 
had been found floating in an eddy after 
the waters receded a little. It was that 
of a young Mexican girl from the vil- 
lage above. The little fair woman went 
down on her knees beside the stretcher. 
“Oh, I wish it was me!” she cried. 
“Why couldn’t it have been me? She’s 
young, and I expect she wanted to live 
—why didn’t God take me?” 

“Now, now,” remonstrated Aunt 
Huldah, with a touch of wholesome 
sternness. “I didn’t bring you in here 
to carry on about your own troubles— 
that’s selfish. I brung you to make 
this poor girl look fit to be laid away. 
You can do it better’n I can, and there’s 
nobody else for to do it. Likely her 
folks is all drownded, too.” 

And Billy Gaines’ wife rose up and 
wiped her eyes, and went to work in 
something of the spirit that Huldah had 
hoped. 

It was five o’clock in the gray of the 
morning when the wrecking train from 
El Paso came through; and Billy Gaines 
was aboard it. The poor little wife had 
had attacks of hysteric terror all night 
long at the thought of his coming; 
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and now she lay exhausted and _hatf 
sleeping upon the lounge in the dining 
room. Huldah herself felt a little 
qualm of fear as she opened the kitchen 
door to the tall figure buttoned in the 
big ulster. Tor the first time, she won- 
dered where the man Emerson was, and 
hoped that he had taken the one train 
which left Socorro going northward, 
just before the flood struck them. But 
the hope was a faint one; more likely 
he was up in the town, cut off from 
them temporarily by the water which 
still ran between; and when he and 
Billy Gaines met, she doubted not that 
there. would be another bloody reckon- 
ing such as the West knows well. 

If she had doubted, her questions 
would have been answered when she 
looked into the frank gray eyes of the 
man who met her, a trifle stern and 
very resolute. “I’ve come for my wife,” 
he said, breathing a little short, “and 
if Jim Emerson's in the house, I want 
to see him.” 

“Come in here,” said the old woman, 
drawing the newcomer into a small 
section of chaos which was generally 
known as the pantry. “I remember 
you now, an’ I guess you're a decenter 
man than the run of ’em; but I want to 
have a word with you before you go in 
to that poor girl. You see, [ want to 
be sure that you’ve looked on both sides 
of it. You pass all right among the 
men—I hear you well spoke of—but 
how many things can you ricollect that 
you’ve done that are jest as bad as what 
she’s done?” 

“Plenty,” said Billy Gaines, almost 
with impatience. “I understand, Aunt 
Huldah.” 

“Mebby you do,” said the old woman ; 
“but I want to be sure. Where was 
you when this poor little soul was left 
to herself—and that scoundrel ?” 

“T was over in Mexico on a six weeks’ 
hunting trip.” 

“You was! 
done this 
blame ?” 

“T am—you bet,” came the deep- 

, , Pp 
voiced answer. “I don’t hold it against 
you a bit, Aunt Huldah; but you're 
working on the wrong trail. You think 


, 


Well, then, after all, who 
thing —who’s_ really to 
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you've got a great big-job ahead of you 
trying to make me see this thing right. 
But I'll remind you that it’s eight hours 
from El Paso here—eight night hours 
—and your telegram was pretty com- 
plete. You left the man out; and so 
will I—until I meet him.” The firm 
jaw squared itself heavily; and Huldah 
sighed as she realized that the law of 
blood for honor must be met. 

The man had carried one arm almost 
as though it were injured; and she now 
glanced down at it as he moved it and 
fumbled in the folds of his big overcoat. 
His voice softened beautifully. ‘I’ve 
got something here,” he said, “that 
ought to show you that I know and 
understand, and am going to behave 
myself.” 

He opened his great cloak and 
showed, lying upon his breast asleep, a 
baby of about two years old, who 
stirred, put up a wandering little hand 
and murmured: “Daddy,” as he set- 
tled himself for a longer nap. 

“Bless his heart!’’ murmured Huldah, 
in the richest tones of her strong, 
heartsome voice. She wiped the tears 
from her eyes on a corner of the check 
apron. “I guess you'll do, Billy. You 
seem to have the makin’s of a tol’able 
decent feller in you. You've got the 
only medicine right there that your 
poor little, half crazy wife needs.” 
And she pushed him toward the door of 
the deserted dining room. 

There was a long, agonized cry: 
“OQ—o—oh, Billy!” Then the big voice 
talked brokenly and gently for a time, 
choking sobs interrupting it; and Hul- 
dah could hear, at first, the thin, shrill 
terror of the woman’s tones, very sharp 
and pleading; finally an eloquent si- 
lence. . 

She glanced in to see Billy Gaines sit- 
ting with what she called “both of his 
children—for the little woman’s ’most 
as much of a baby as her boy”—asleep ; 
the mother with her head upon his 
shoulder, while the child lay in the laps 
of both of them. 

“Lord, but that’s a sight for sore 
eyes!” she ruminated, as she lifted the 
coffee boiler from the stove and sent 
Manuelita to lie down and get a rest. 
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“But there’s the colonel,” she pur- 
sued. ‘There’s goin’ to be awful times 
“when him and Billy Gaines meets.” 
Then she smiled at herself and went on: 
“Jest listen to a old woman like me try- 
in’ to tell how it ort to come out. We’re 
all God’s children. I reckon the colo- 
nel’s His child’”—she seemed to have a 
little doubt upon this point—“an’ I 
reckon God’ll take care of him.” 

As if in answer to her half-spoken 
thought, there came the tramp of stum- 


bling feet, somebody beat upon thedoor, 
and a voice called: “Mrs. Sarvice! 
Aunt Huldah! We’ve just found an- 
other body over by the railroad tracks. 
Can we bring him in here, or shall we 
take it over to the other house?” 

Huldah hurried out, to turn down the 
blanket they had drawn over the stark 
form and look upon the dead gambler’s 
face. “Carry him to the lodgin’ house, 
pore feller,” she said, gently. 

God had taken care of the colonel. 








ELUSION 


(CLEAVAGE of sea and sky, 
Ever elusive line, 
Though I follow it far, 
Far as the Ultimate Isles, 
Never it seems more nigh,— 


Shifting shadow and shine,— 
Dim as a distant star 


That beckons and beguiles 


Dawn-dream of my heart, 


Dusk-dream of my soul, 


Though I follow thee long 


Into the night’s deep shades, 
Never attained thou art, 


Never I gain the goal; 


Thou art like a song 


That ever and ever evades. 


CLINTON SCOLLARD. 
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THEAT RICA 3] EAS ON 





ONDON has 
begun to 


howl sensa- 
tionally about the 
American Theatric- 
al Syndicate, and 
to discuss the pos- 
sibilities of its in- 
vasion of London. 
()f course this is the warm season, when 
snake stories and sea-serpent legends 
are distinctly in order. Therefore the 
machinations of the American Theatric- 
al Syndicate have made good reading, 
and plenty of space has been given to 
the subject. One journalist has sug- 
gested that the playwrights of England 
and the United States form a league, 
destined to break up the trust, very 
much after the style of the Authors’ 
Society in France. “Why should they 
not form themselves into a society,” 
asks this writer, “for the protection not 
only of their own interests, but of the 
interests of the theater, of the interests 
of the actors, and of the interests of 
the public? As the trust snaps up an 
actor when once his reputation is es- 
tablished, so it deals with dramatists. 
Once a dramatist has made a mark, the 
trust practically buys him up; that is 
to say, it makes him an offer outright 
for all his work to come. That is part 
of the infernal system.” 

All of which is quite good, and true, 
and logical. It reads remarkably well, 
with just the spice of wholesome plaint 
that one loves to excavate. After a 
month of continuous theater-going in 
London, however—from the Strand to 
Piccadilly Circus, and from Piccadilly 
Circus to Shaftesbury Avenue—I can’t 
help reflecting that if the syndicate or 
any syndicate had been let loose in Lon- 
don this year, with the option of cor- 
nering everything in sight, the fact 
remains that there is scarcely a produc- 








tion in London 
worth — transplant- 
ing. Furthermore, 
the fear that an 
American invasion 
would deal a death- 
blow to London 
art seems absurd. 
I haven't found 
any art to death-blow. 

Nearly everything that London writ- 
ers have said of the syndicate is true, 
and, perhaps, not stringent enough, but 
—with an accent on the “but”—how it 
could possibly harm London goodness 
only knows. Never has theatrical en- 
tertainment in the English metropolis 
been at a lower ebb. A few of its «fea- 
tures will be déne in New York this 
year, and they will prove exactly what 
I have said. English playwrights seem 
to be suffering from too much money, 
for they apparently lack the stimulus to 
struggle. That money may, of course, 
have been contributed by American 
managers, who buy “pig-in-a-poke” 
fashion, but if that be so, there are not 
enough “independent” playwrights to 
form a society. As for leaguing them- 
selves with American playwrights— 
well, puzzle: find the American play- 
wrights. 

The saddest case of perverted humor 
I have sampled in a very long time is 
that of J..M. Barrie’s play—or whatever 
it chooses to call itself—entitled “Alice- 
Sit-by-the-Fire,” at the Duke of York’s 
Theater. Barrie must, indeed, be very 
“comfortably fixed,” for no other con- 
dition could conceivably call forth such 
a miserable guy on the theater-going 
public as this “three-act page from a 
daughter’s diary.” Naturally it has at- 
tracted a good deal of attention, for 
Barrie has done noble things in his day, 

-and “The Little Minister” still lives as 
a monumentally delightful achievement. 
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But “Alice-Sit-by-the-Fire” is a “sat- 
ire” built on such a weak and irritating 
foundation that it is difficult to consider 
it except with contempt—which is a 
cruel way of looking at Barrie. 

The heroine, or central figure, or 
point of attack, in “Alice-Sit-by-the- 
Fire” is a romantic young girl, who 
has been to so many “matinées” that 
she has grown to look upon life as a 
theatrical performance. At first you 
think that Amy Grey is going to be ex- 
tremely amusing, as she chats satirically 
of her life, with her boon companion— 
another matinée fiend. Amy’s father 
and mother return from India after an 
absence of a good many years, and 
Barrie plunges into a plot. 

The stagestruck girl has always heard 
that when a woman visits a man’s 
rooms at midnight there are illicit rela- 
tions that should be immediately broken 
up. She hears her mother promise to 
call upon Stephen Rollo at midnight, 
and assumes, with much girlish glee, 
that her mother needs rescuing. The 
entire motive of “Alice-Sit-by-the-Fire” 
lurks in Barrie’s effort to be funny 
around this cruelly topsy-turvy, and 
rather nauseating, idea. 

The principal act occurs in the “man’s 
rooms” —with the girl, the mother and 
the man. Barrie, in a positive ecstasy 
of ghoulish “humor,” allows the mother 
to understand the girl’s idea. She 
clamors for her daughter’s love, and be- 
lieves that the best way to secure it will 
be to feign guilt, so that the girl can 
“rescue” her. This she does. Amy be- 
lieves that she has saved her mamma 
from a horrible fate—mamma caters 
diligently to that suggestion—and the 
play ends with Amy’s betrothal to the 
man in the case. 

In this play Barrie has violated sheer 
decency of sentiment. It is all very well 
to shower satire upon the matinée girl— 
she can stand it, and has stood it full 
many’a time and oft—but to mix her up 
in the imaginary adultery of her own 
mother—and as a joke, saving the 
mark !—gives one such a disagreeable 
shock, that recovery from its effects is 
quite out of the question. To be even 
more delicately humorous, Barrie might 





have introduced the grandmother under 
similarly suspicious circumstances. 

It is all very well to write caviare, but 
the caviare must be fresh and _ not 
putrid. Barrie’s “humor” in “Alice-Sit- 
by-the-Fire” has the taint of decay—as 
it had the germ of acute dyspepsia in 
that atrocity produced in New York un- 
der the title of “Little Mary.” Real 
humor attacks hereditary sentiment with 
delicacy, and a certain amount of timid- 
ity. To completely realize this you 
have but to study George Bernard 
Shaw, who, while he flouts a thousand 
traditions, and is rarely amusing unless 
he is flouting, does so with a keen ap- 
preciation of what he is doing. The re- 
doubtable George may even scoff occa- 
sionally at filial sentiment, but he would 
never dredge humor from the imaginary 
sin of a mother, used as a joke to please 
her own stagestruck daughter. At the 
close of “Alice-Sit-by-the-Fire”’ one 
wondered what Amy, after her mar- 
riage to the man in the case, would 
think of the maudlin situation. And 
this, please your grace, has been an- 
nounced as Barrie’s crowning fantasy! 
Fortunately, we have ‘‘Peter Pan” to 
hear from in New York. Not having 
seen that, I pin my faith to it, for | 
want to hold on to Barrie a bit longer, 
in spite of “Alice-Sit-by-the-Fire.” 

This “page from a daughter’s diary” 
was preceded by a sketch, also by Bar- 
rie, entitled “Pantaloon,” and pro- 
gramed as “a plea for an ancient fam- 
ily.” There is no need to discuss this 
one-act trifle, with its pathos and bathos, 
in extraordinary blend, and no single 
salient idea to carry it through. The 
elopement of Harlequin and Columbine, 
with the jilting of Clown, and the dis- 
tress of Pantaloon may perchance be a 
“plea for an ancient family,’ and as 
there are all sorts of pleas, you are pos- 
sibly allowed to pay your money and 
take your choice. 

It was Ellen Terry who played Alice, 
in the “Sit-by-the-Fire” affair. Poor 
Ellen Terry! To my mind it was sad 
and disheartening. Why should an 
actress who has had such a joyous ca- 
reer as that which fell to Miss Terry’s 
lot, elect, in her ultra maturity, to play 
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a bad part in a bad play—and not too 
well? There is tragedy in this con- 
tinued, and—I should say—unnecessary 
service. Probably there are still roles 
that Miss Terry might acceptably play, 
but as the forty-year-old mother in this 
wretched piece one could but feel sorry 
for her—and sorry for those who saw 
her. I have heard that Miss Ethel 
}arrymore plays the part in the United 
States. I can’t believe it until I see it. 

Miss Irene Vanbrugh—you remem- 
ber her in “The Gay Lord Quex”—was 
the matinée girl, with much force. 
There are flashes of humor in the part, 
and Miss Vanbrugh made the most of 
them. For the benefit of those who 
may see “Alice-Sit-by-the-Fire” on the 
American side of the pond, the rest of 
the cast was made up of Aubrey Smith, 
A. E. Mathews, Kenneth Douglas, Let- 
tice Fairfax—who was once in Augus- 
tin Daly’s New York company—Dora 
Hole, Edith Craig and Hilda Trevel- 
yan. 

Always at this time of year there is 
an influx of foreign actresses into Lon- 
don. They come;:they are seen; but 
they never conquer. They must be aw- 
fully tired of it, for history has such a 
sad way of repeating itself. This year, 
however, one French actress has made 
a good deal of a stir, but under such 
distinctly new conditions that the stir 
is quite intelligible. This young woman, 
Madame Simone Le Bargy, of whom I 
wrote you last year when I reviewed 
“Le Retour de Jerusalem” from Paris, 
was brought to London by George AI- 
exander, the actor-manager of the St. 
James Theater, not for a season “on her 
own,” ‘but as his leading lady, and in 
english, too! 

A French actress in English! Could 
anything be more unusual? Sarah 
Bernhardt, who has been cavorting 
around the English-speaking world for 
portentous yet vulgar fractions of a 
century, never managed to acquire even 
a suspicion of English; Réjane, who has 
done London and New York pretty 
thoroughly, would have an artistic fit 
at the idea of juggling with English, at 
her time of life; Jane Hading, Jeanne 
Granier and others are quite willing to 
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play anywhere, but it must be in 
French. 

Madame Simone Le Bargy played 
the leading role in “The Man of the 
Moment,” at the St. James Theater, and 
was duly and unselfishly boomed by Mr. 
George Alexander, as “of the Gymnase 
Théatre, Paris. Her first appearance 
in England.” The piece was an adap- 
tation, by Harry Melvill, of “L’Adver- 
saire,” by Alfred Capus and Emmanuel 
Aréne. The English actor-manager 
was a wise man in his London genera- 
tion. He had a weak play, most in- 
differently adapted, but he had Le Bar- 
gy, and for a while she caught the town. 

While English leading ladies must 
have fumed at Alexander’s neglect of 
“home talent,” Madame Le _ Bargy 
showed that it is quite possible not only 
to play with grace and facility in a for- 
eign language, but actually to prove 
more intelligible than a good many Lon- 
don actresses who flatter themselves 
that they speak good English. Madame 
Le Bargy’s English was an absolute rev- 
elation. Naturally it had an accent—a 
delightful one—and Paris was stamped 
on everything she said, but compared 
with Mrs. Fiske in New York, or Miss 
Ashwell in London, Madame Le Bargy’s 
diction was wonderful. Every word 
she utttered was intelligible. She rat- 
tled off various speeches almost as 
quickly as she might have done in 
French, but never once did their mean- 
ing miscarry. I’ve seen all sorts of for- 
eign actresses waylay the English 
language—Modjeska and Janauschek 
being in the list—but seldom have such 
results as those given by this little, thin, 
nervous Frenchwoman been attained. 

Oddly enough, it is said that Madame 
Le Bargy had never been in London be- 
fore, and that she had acquired English 
in France. In which case, I would sug- 
gest that half a dozen popular New 
York actresses—I won't mention names 
—should sail for France at an early 
date, and see if they could learn English 
there. It is as difficult to acquire in 
London as it is in New York. 

“The Man of the Moment” was saved 
from rapid extinction by the little Gym- 
nase actress. It had four acts, through 
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two of which you could have slept com- 
fortably while various alleged French 
characters sat round drawing rooms 
and talked endlessly about nothing 
whatsoever. Then, in the third act, you 
learned that Marianne Darlay, the wife 
of Maurice, had been lured to infidelity 
by a dark gentleman named Langlade. 
As she still loved her husband, and 
didn’t love Langlade, this little esca- 
pade failed entirely to interest. The 
“oreat scene’ occurred when the wife 
gave herself away to the husband, and 
the play ended with a vista of divorce. 
Divorce, in real life, may be a serenely 
satisfactory settlement of domestic 
wrangles, but on the stage its unro- 
mantic practicality has not yet - suc- 
ceeded in appealing, except in farce. 
“The Man of the Moment” had no dra- 
matic action, and no movement of any 
sort. You were unable to sympathize 
with the woman, or to feel much in- 
terest in the man. In fact, “The Man 
of the Moment” must have been so- 
called because he had none. 

Capus in French in always exhilarat- 
ing. The “chatter” is refreshing and 
genuinely amusing, but translated into 
English, it seemed extremely dull. Mr. 
Melvill did poor Capus into the sort of 
language that is encountered in bur- 
lesque at little Mr. Weber’s music hall. 
The result was fatal. Yet, in addition 
to Madame Le Bargy’s very excellent 
work, there was George Alexander, 
whose efforts were most praiseworthy. 
He seemed perfectly satisfied to take 
what was assuredly second place in the 
cast. ‘The Man of the Moment” was 
beautifully put on, as is every produc- 
tion at the St. James Theater. George 
Alexander is one of the few London 
actors who have not been to the United 
States within the last decade—in fact, 
he has never been, except as a member 
of Irving’s forces, many years ago—and 
the abstinence seems to agree with him. 
He does more, and he does it more lux- 
uriously, than the traveling English ac- 
tor whom we have seen so often. Per- 
haps it is true, after all, that a rolling 
stone gathers no moss—though I should 
hate to believe that there could possibly 
be anything in a popular proverb. 





While one little foreign actress was 
capturing London by her clever manip- 
ulation of London’s language, others 
were not as happy. Eleanora Duse’s 
season at the Messrs. Shubert’s new 
Waldorf Theater, in the new street 
called Aldwych, on the Strand, must 
have been very discouraging to the 
haughty lady herself. In fact, it is as- 
serted that she will never again appear 
in England. MHalf-filled houses are 
something that must be distressing to 
the “artistic temperament,” and Duse 
played to a most elongated series of 
them. Few people seemed to know that 
she was in London. In New York we, 
in our occasionally provincial apprecia- 
tion of an actress whom we are unable 
to understand—and probably because 
we can’t understand her—go into ec- 
stasies over Duse, and pack the theater 
to overflowing. London is too sophis- 
ticated. Duse made no stir at all this 
time. Even the critics gave her but 
merely polite attention. Possibly in 
English she could charm the English- 
speaking world. But, save in the case 
of Madame Simone Le Bargy, nobody 
seems to think that worth while. Per- 
haps it isn’t. 

As for the tireless Sarah—she gets 
on one’s nerves. After a brief season 
at the Coronet Theater, in Notting Hill, 
where she produced her own version of 
“Adrienne Lecouvreur,”’ and _ Victor 
Hugo’s “Angelo”’—which fell flat as a 
pancake—Sarah rushed through the 
English provinces with Mrs. Patrick 
Campbell, in their freak performance of 
“Pelleas and Melisande.” In a manu- 
facturing town, like Birmingham, for 
instance, Maeterlinck, at advanced 
prices, seemed like some ghastly joke! 
Sarah visits England annually, in a 
veritable desperation of energy, but it 
is very seldom worth her while. This 
year she was less interesting than Ma- 
dame Le Bargy; and the same may be 
said of Réjane. 

I had not been in London very long 
before I found myself battling with the 
musical comedy whirlpool. It hedged 
me in; panic-strickensI tried to get my- 
self free. A dreadful sensation of help- 
lessness overcame me. In a condition 
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of numbed protest, I was carried along 
with the torrent, and it was a long time 
before I finally emerged. My system 
being impoverished and quite run down 
by a strenuous musical-comedy dose in 
New York, I was not in the state of 
mind to render the continued ordeal 
endurable. 

Yet a very estimable gentleman, Max 
Beerbohm, who is supposed to write 
fantasy, whimsicality or oddity, has un- 
dertaken to champion musical comedy. 
The championship of “Max,” however, 
is a sort of “swan song” for musical 
comedy. He says: “Were musical 
comedy other than it is, the highest in- 
tellects in the land would be deprived of 
an incomparable safety valve. And what 
would become of that ‘fifty millions 
—mostly fools-—who find in musical 
comedy an art-form conducted precisely 
on the level of their understanding? I 
have no sympathy at all with the growls 
so constantly emitted by professional 
critics of this art-form. Of course 
musical comedy might be made a ve- 
hicle for keen satire, for delicate hu- 
mor, for gracious lyricism, and what 
not. But I prefer that it should remain 
as it is. Let us continue to cry aloud 
for a serious drama, by all means, but 
long live mere silliness in mere enter- 
tainment.” 

One could almost regret that this 
writer had no “job” in New York City 
as a “press agent.” He writes with such 
verve on topics of which he is avow- 
edly ignorant, for at the beginning of 
his defense, he says: “Nor do I ever 
see a musical comedy of my own ac- 
cord.” That is it. That is precisely it. 
It is so easy to speak of an “‘art-form,” 
or an “incomparable safety valve,’ when 
you'd run a mile or jump into anything 
to avoid it. 


There are four musical-comedy pro- - 


ductions in London that a sheer sense 
of duty compelled: me to see. Such a 
list! It was unescapable. . No self- 
deception or hypocrisy could possibly 
excuse a traveling critic from sampling 
this quartet. One can always elude a 
solitary performance, for it proves noth- 
ing and makes no point. But four of a 
kind at one fell swoop! Surely, if four 
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West End theaters can devote them- 
selves irrevocably to this “art-form,” 
one has no right to balk, or to look the 
other way. The four affairs in question 
are “The Little Michus,” at Daly’s, 
“Lady Madcap,” at the Prince of 
Wales’, “The Spring Chicken,” at the 
Gaiety, and “The Catch of the Season,” 
at the Vaudeville. Three of them are 
scheduled for production in New York, 
but I should say that one only has a 
fighting chance, and that “The Catch of 
the Season.” 

It had the usual array of sponsor- 
meddlers—two for the pieces, one for 
the lyrics, two for the music; and its 
aim is higher than that of the conven- 
tional brand, for it is a modernization of 
the Cinderella story—a story that has 
never shown any sign of age, and prob- 
ably never will. Nobody has tried to do 
anything clever with Cinderella. There 
is no satire, very little humor and noth- 
ing in the least skittish. It is just 
pretty, and at this Vaudeville Theater it 
is Miss Ellaline Terriss, London’s 
sample Christmas card beauty, who does 
the Cinderella act. It is not necessary 
to say very much more about “The 
Catch of the Season.” Its music is 
trivial, and its book is worse. But its 
specialties please, and one can _ sit 
through this little entertainment without 
that sense of degradation that the brand 
sometimes induces. That is a good deal. 
For New York many alterations will be 
made—I write in the future tense, 
though when these lines are read, they 
can be translated into the past—and I 
hope a happy one—new music will be 
introduced, and Miss Edna May placed 
in Ellaline Terriss’ dainty shoes. 

Of “The Little Michus,” at Daly’s, 
and “The Spring Chicken,” at the Gaie- 
ty, I am scarcely able to write. Two 
weeks have elapsed since I saw them, 
and not a single impression of conse- 
quence remains. I remember that I was 
unutterably bored, but I can’t quite re- 
call which was the duller performance 
of the two. At the time I compared 
them both with “The Cingalee,” the 
New York failure of which I correctly 
prophesied last summer. I should like 
to suggest that even in the musical- 
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comedy line I am still able to scent nov- 
elty, whenever the slightest aroma oc- 
curs. It is the expectation of this that 
keeps me alive during a performance. 
Without that expectation I should hon- 
estly stay away, for I have arrived at a 
stage when I[ am not courting martyr- 
dom. 

The George Edwardes shows have of 
late displayed a marked tendency to a 
sort of stupefying monotony. Either 
the fear of risking a new idea, or the 
hope that the old ones have not become 
too abjectly ancient, has kept them in 
the one groove. It is quite remarkable 
when you come to think of it. Even 
the supply of people has comparatively 
failed. The Gaiety girls have married 
—some of them have even taken unto 
themselves peers—and a new stock has 
neglected to materialize. In ‘The Little 
Michus,” which is supposed to detail the 
experiences of two young girls who look 
precisely alike, but who have been 
changed at birth, these two prominent 
roles were intrusted to Adrienne Au- 
garde and Mabel Green—the latter ab- 
solutely unknown. In “The Spring 
Chicken,” which, I may add, is just as 
calamitous as its title, it was Miss Gertie 
Millar who had to uphold the traditions 
of the Gaiety. A pretty girl, a bright 
little actress and a fairly melodious 
warbler is Miss Millar, but George Ed- 
wardes used to do better than this. 

“Lady Madcap” was the best of the 
three George Edwardes shows in Lon- 
don. Probably that is why it has been 
left untouched by the American man- 
ager. I do not say that any of these 
entertainments are worth exporting. 
To trot such drivel across the Atlantic 
Ocean, while the United States still has 
its lunatic asylums with numbers of pa- 
tients ready and willing to do just such 
work, seems to me like the sorriest sort 
of jest. Yet “The Catch of the Season” 
and “Lady Madcap” have their good 
points. ’ 

What is possibly the best song in 
London this season occurs in “Lady 
Madcap.”” It is sung by Maurice Far- 
koa, and is called “I Love You in Vel- 
vet.” It has pretty music, clever words 


and much “‘catchiness,” and it is so ad- 
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mirably and artistically sung that it re- 
deemed the musical comedy itself, and 
made it quite endurable. 

The star of the performance is J. P. 
Huntley, a prime London favorite and 
one who has been very well received in 
New York. Huntley, like a good many 
other comedians, is far more useful for 
flavoring purposes than for a steady 
diet. There was such a dose of him in 
“Lady Madcap” that he grew to be a 
terrible bore. This young actor is to 
leave the George Edwardes forces and 
go to the Shubert Brothers, and I 
can’t help wondering which of the two 
parties will get tired first. I have my 
own ideas on the subject, but perhaps 
it would be advisable not to express 
them. 

So barren is this London season that 
I have not been able to formulate my 
plan of dealing with it—you may have 
guessed as much! There is nothing to 
wax enthusiastic over, and no one per- 
formance that remains, luminous, in the 
mind. At the New Theater—and isn’t 
that an absurd title for a playhouse, 
that, with its actors and audiences, is 
aging daily ?—they are playing “Leah 
Kleschna,” which Mr. Frohman adver- 
tises in the New York manner by a 
catchline from Mr. Walkley’s criticism 
in the London Times: “It hits you 
bang in the eye’”—or something equally 
pretty and graphic. I am not at all 
sure that it does anything of the sort. 
It is not looked upon as an_ epoch- 
maker, and it lacks the charm of oddity 
and mystery that was given to it in 
New York by Mrs. Fiske herself. 

We all thought when we saw “Leah 
Kleschna” at the Manhattan Theater 
that Mrs. Fiske played a non-star part, 
and subordinated herself to the others. 
Let me tell you, however, most em- 
phatically, after having seen “Leah 
Kleschna” twice in New York and once 
in London, that Mrs. Fiske herself is 
its mainstay. She is absolutely its very 
backbone. Without her, at the New 
Theater, the piece is but a gloomy mel- 
odrama, and as such it is received by 
the London public. Be quite sure of 
that. Of course the play itself is cheap, 
but it masquerades somewhat success- 
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fully under the guise of a study in 
criminology—and all that sort of thing. 
In New York Mrs. Fiske, by her eccen- 
tricities, and various little intellectuali- 
ties that you recall when you see Miss 
lena Ashwell’s tame and bloodless per- 
formance in London, helped the illu- 
sion. She never quite allowed you to 
believe that “Leah Kleschna’”’ was-out- 
side of her own répertoire of peculiari- 
ties. 

The play is extremely well acted in 
London by everybody but Miss Ashwell. 
She is a weak imitation of Mrs. Fiske’s 
many bad points—notably her indis- 
tinctness of diction. Probably Miss 
‘\shwell never saw Mrs. Fiske in all her 
life, but Mr. Dion Boucicault, who 
staged the play in London, must have 
watched Mrs. Fiske attentively, and 
have given Miss Ashwell full particu- 
lars. At times it was quite ludicrous to 
listen to the English actress positively 
affecting the American actress’ most 
lamentable demerit. She bit up her 
words, emitted the fragments in a fren- 
zied torrent, sank her voice at critical 
moments, and did all that Mrs. Fiske 
has been implored not to do. 

Charles Warner, who played the 
father, threw himself successfully at the 
part, but forced us to recall his long 
continuous service in “Drink.” Oc- 
casionally Kleschna seemed to have 
“jim-jams,” and one could not dissoci- 
ate Mr. Warner from his well-known, 
world-played performance. Herbert 
Waring played Raoul extremely well, 
but the Schram of William Devereaux 
is not to be compared with the capital 
interpretation given to the part by Wil- 
liam B. Mack in New York. All that 
Mr. Frohman could do for “Leah 
Kleschna” he did, but the piece needed 
Mrs. Fiske. Without her it is of little 
importance—a sort of old Adelphi play 
in kid gloves. : 

A piece that seems to have eluded the 
“American invasion” is “Mr. Hopkin- 
son,” which has been running for 
months at Wyndham’s Theater. It is 
the work of Mr. R. C. Carton, who was 
responsible, as you may remember, for 
“The Rich Mrs. Repton,” which ran for 
three nights or so in New York last sea- 
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son. Perhaps the “American invasion” 
remembered that, for if nothing suc- 


ceeds like success, certainly nothing 
fails like failure. 
“Mr. Hopkinson,” however, would 


scarcely be possible for American con- 
sumption. Its hero is a cockney cad, 
who would hardly be intelligible in New 
York. New York has its own brand of 
cad—a highly accentuated kind—and 
should not be blamed for shirking the 
notion of fathoming the motives of the 
English style of blackguard. Then the 
part of Hopkinson is played by Mr. 
James Welch, for whom it might have 
been built. I can imagine no other ac- 
tor playing it, with the possible excep- 
tion of Francis Wilson. The piece has 
simply hung onto the coat tails of little 
Mr. James Welch. 

It is a farce filled with nasty types— 
all titled, of course. People who nause- 
ate, if taken seriously, are used as the 
excuse for various farcical situations. 
Hopkinson himself, who is a_ rich 
“bounder,” becomes engaged to a pretty 
society girl, and on the eve of the wed- 
ding she elopes. The “hero” then mar- 
ries a woman whom he has jilted, and 
who, in her turn, has blackmailed him. 
Nearly all the characters in the piece 
are of the decadent order. They are 
the sort that occur seriously in “The 
Walls of Jericho,” at the Garrick Thea- 
ter. They are, perhaps, better there, but 
quite unnecessary anywhere, and even 
improper. 

“Mr. Hopkinson” has puzzled a good 
many people who saw it. They have 
wondered why it ran so long, and what 
there was in the piece that held it up, 
so to speak. Its success was simply 
due to James Welch, a quaint, freakish 
little actor—a sort of Louie Freear in 
trousers. Many plays of the same slight 
artistic value have succeeded because 
one actor has seemed to give a new 
wrinkle in comedy to the public. “Mr. 
Hopkinson” without James Welch 
would be a singularly risky proposition 
—worse than “Leah Kleschna” without 
Mrs. Fiske. Evidently the “American 
invasion” agreed with me—which 
makes it pleasant for me, don’t you 
think? 
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Literary preferences of well known people. How characters 


and doings in real life are reflected in fiction. 


Robert Grant’s 


“The Orchid,” William J. Locke’s ““The Morals of Marcus 


Ordeyne.” 


"HE public has passed 
a few pleasant sum- 
mer hours in discuss- 
ing, through the me- 
dium of various jour- 
nals, what people like 
to read. Very interest- 
ing information comes 
to light regarding the sort of fiction 
preferred by different personalities, fe- 
male chiefly, in days past and present. 
There seems to be no difficulty in get- 
ting hold of facts; indeed, it becomes 
apparently a sort of mania with ,some 
successful people to explain their own 
results by hunting up their early lit- 
erary likes and dislikes. Perhaps sto- 
ries have molded some of us more or 
less—-in all conscience let us hope so— 
since we wander in such a wilderness 
of them. 

But, really, the serious thing to be 
considered just now is not so much 
what we like to read as what we have 
to, if we want to be amused. For that 
which we write depends upon _ that 
which we are, of course, and we 
reap in fiction what we sow in society. 
Therefore, being rather commercial, 
rather frivolous and rather in search of 
new sensations, we get all our business, 
and small talk, and scandal back again, 
faithfully reproduced, from the book 
sellers’ counters, and must go all over it 
once more with as good a grace as may 
be. 

If taste and idealism are to prevail 
over hard facts, somebody must see 





The twenty-five best selling books of the month 


pretty strenuously to it, ere long. In 
the meantime we may as well settle 
down to a thoroughly American literary 
atmosphere, relieved here and there by 
bits of nebulous romancing which pass 
for idealistic production. We really 
don’t object. We love ourselves too 
well to want company. Anthony Trol- 
loppe, and Miss Yonge, and Mrs. Oli- 
phant, William Black and Thomas 
Hardy could introduce us to scores of 
pleasant English people, but their 
heroes and heroines belong to a different 
world altogether, and are laid on the 
shelf nowadays, probably never to be 
taken up by the mass of readers except 
as refreshing antiquities when Ameri- 
can repetition finally palls on us. The 
best we can do for an occasional let-up 
is to hunt up odd people or places, now 
and then, and write them up. Let us 
hope the supply will remain inexhausti- 
ble, and that the batch of novels for 
this season may give us a view of life 
outside of prescribed limits. 
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“The Orchid,” by Robert Grant, 
Scribner’s, might be an authentic biog- 
raphy of a twentieth-century society 
woman, including a faithful delineation 
of her environment. It is not, strictly 
speaking, a study of character or so- 
ciety, but rather a photographic repro- 
duction of people and conditions. In 
this fact is to be found the book’s only 


defect as a literary work. There is no 
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weighing of motives or analysis of 
character; nothing but a plain recital 
of facts as they are found to exist. 

Lydia Arnold, who marries for 
money, is divorced, and remarries for 
love, is cold-blooded and unscrupulous 
“as many a social queen in real life; and 
her device for securing the means to 
support her position as the wife of her 
lover, revolting as it is to sensitive peo- 
ple, is not entirely unprecedented. It 
may be that the type to which she be- 
longs is an extreme one, but the fact 
that she shocked her friends and asso- 
ciates indicates that they had not en- 
tirely outgrown their natural impulses 
rather than that her enormities are ab- 
solutely unknown. 

We can understand the pessimism of 
Mrs. Andrew Cunningham when she 


exclaimed: *‘*The only unpardonable 
sin in this country is to lose one’s 
money. Nothing else counts,” but the 


facts thus far do not justify it; there 
are some former leaders of society who 
may be supposed to wish that the gen- 
eralization were true. They have not 
found it so. 


xe He SH 


“Wall Street” has a significance, not 
merely as the name of a famous thor- 
oughfare, but as epitomizing the forces 
which produce the profoundest effects 
upon the industrial and even. political 
and social life of America. It is not at 
all surprising, therefore, that the activi- 
ties which it represents should be re- 
sorted to for a supply of material for 
interesting stories. 

The latest fiction*on this subject is 
Edwin Lefevre’s book, ‘The Golden 
Flood,” published by McClure, Phillips 
& Co. The author, who has to his cred- 
it quite a list of short Wall Street sto- 
ries, is thoroughly familiar with his 
ground, and possesses, besides, a gen- 
uine gift of story-telling. ‘“‘The Golden 
Flood” may possibly be criticised as 
dealing with a somewhat impossible 
theme—an attempt to corner the gold 
supply ; but the description of the man- 
ner in which it affects “the richest man 
in the world” is so absorbingly inter- 
esting that probabilities are forgotten. 
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The mixture of innocence and guile in 
young Mr. Grinnell, assumed for the 
purpose of mystifying Mellen and Daw- 
son, is a good bit of character drawing. 
But, though these men in the story were 
worked up to the point of believing that 
Grinnell practised alchemy, it is doubt- 
ful if their prototypes in real life could 
be so affected. The explanation, how- 
ever, turns out to be a practical one, and 
it is so timed as to sustain the interest 
to the end. 


He eH 


‘Unquestionably the best short stories 
of American politics so far published 
are those by Elliott Flower in a volume 
entitled “Slaves of Success,” L. C. Page 
& Co. There are eight of them, a con- 
nected series in which John Wade and 
Ben Carroll are the chief actors, 

Wade and Carroll represent two types 
of the political boss. The former is 
described as “politically unscrupulous, 
but personally honest”—a combination 
sometimes found; “Carroll, on the other 
hand, used politics for his pecuniary 
advantage ;”” he worked for his pocket 
all the time. 

The two men personally had little 
love for each other, but as each con- 
trofied a part of the political machine, 
they were obliged to work together in 
order to produce results. Their meth- 
ods of manipulating the machine, how- 
ever, were not essentially different; if 
Wade had scruples about offering a man 
money, yet he would, for a political 
advantage, let him steal from others or 
from the State; and his willingness to. 
practise blackmail to compass his own 
election to the Senate was what finally 
put an end to his career. 

Carroll was disposed of at last also, 
but his downfall was due to a grossly 
covetous disposition. 

The stories give a very convincing 
series of pictures of municipal and State 
politics; the incidents are all of them 
more or less familiar, but they are all 
of them extremely interesting, and the 
narrative is considerably enlivened by 
the introduction into it of a rather orig- 
inal character for a State legislature, 
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Azro Craig, a man who is not only 
scrupulously honest, but has not the 
slightest hesitation in voting and speak- 
ing as he thinks. 


xe & ot 


A somewhat striking story, though 
one which, it is to be feared, is unlike- 
ly to attain a very wide popularity, is 
Evelyn Underhill’s “The Gray World,” 
Century Company. It is, to all intents 
and purposes, a study in spiritual de- 
velopment, the experiences of a soul in 
search of the beautiful, and disguised 
—unconsciously, of course—in minor 
respects, it is substantially indentical 
with Hawthorne’s “Artist of the Beau- 
tiful.” 

There is in both the consciousness, 
vague at first, of a spiritual end fo be 
achieved, and the struggle toward it, 
the depression and hopeless sense of 
defeat after each encounter with the 
material, and finally the successful cli- 
max of endeavor which sees, with a 
cheerful appreciation of true values, the 
obliteration of the physical means by 
which it has been reached. The spirit 
of the slum child after its plunge into 
the gray world, and its reincarnation in 
Willie Hopkinson, traveled the same 
road as that trod by Owen Warfind. 
Both had to undergo this same pity- 
ing contempt on the part of their sen- 
sible friends and acquaintances, by 
whom they were mourned as men of 
promise who wasted their opportunities. 

But if Owen Warland was isolated 
from human companionship, Willie 
Hopkinson had at least one compre- 
hending friend in Hester Waring, who 
helped toward his final enlightenment. 
“She knew very well that he was one 
of her company; made for quiet jour- 
neyings, not for that frenzied rush to 
catch a hypothetical train, which is 
called the strenuous life.” 

Because the company is so small, the 
story will probably be understeod and 
enjoyed by but few; and that it is made 
the means of teaching a lesson, hard to 
learn, will be another reason for its lack 
of popularity. Nevertheless, it is a book 


that ought to be read. 
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What is essentially characteristic of 
George Barr McCutcheon’s stories, is 
his disregard of conventional methods 
in his selection of material for his plots. 
This is true of his Graustark stories 
though some captious critics profess to 
see in them a similarity to Anthony 
Hope’s work—and the same quality is 
found in “The Day of the Dog.” 

His latest book is “The Purple Para- 
sol,’ Dodd, Mead & Co., and it fur- 
nishes the same sort of more or less 
fantastic entertainment that distin- 
guishes the author’s other stories. Few 
people, we imagine, would be likely to 
select a purple parasol as a clew by 
means of which to track an eloping 
wife; it seems a little incongruous that 
a woman, in arranging an elopement, 
should include such an article among 
her effects. A purple parasol is not a 
necessity on such a trip, and, besides, 
it is apt to be conspicuous. 

But Mrs. Wharton did take one, and, 
as luck would have it, Helen Dering 
also had one; therefore it is not to be 
wondered at that Sam Rossiter made 
the mistake that he did. Though his 
blunder was the cause of considerable 
unhappiness to him and some humilia- 
tion for Miss Dering, the explanations, 
when they came, were of the most satis- 
fying kind. 

The book is handsomely illustrated 
in colors by Harrison Fisher, and dec- 
orated by Charles B. Falls. 


Alaska is a region of which much 
has been written in the last six or eight 
vears, since the opening of the Klon- 
dike, but the literature on the subject, 
having been confined mostly to newspa- 
per accounts of gold discoveries and the 
stories of Mr. Jack London and Mr. 
Rex E. Beach, has not been such as to 
impart a very wide variety of informa- 
tion upon important points. 

A book which the publishers an- 
nounce as the first “to deal in any ade- 
quate way with our great Arctic posses- 
sion,” is John S. McLain’s “Alaska and 
the Klondike,” McClure, Phillips & Co. 
Mr. McLain accompanied the sub-com- 











FOR BOOK LOVERS 


mittee of the Senate Committee on Ter- 
ritories on their visit to Alaska in 1903, 
and, of course, had unusual opportuni- 
ties to gather interesting facts. 

The trip was a comprehensive one, 
and the result, now embodied in this 
book, shows that its author lost no 
chances to observe and record impor- 
tant and more or less unfamiliar matters 
that will entertain as well as instruct his 
readers, 

The book is written in a natural, un- 
pretentious, flowing style, and the ma- 
terial is skillfully handled so as to con- 
centrate the attention and stimulate the 
imagination. Besides this, there are a 
great many half-tone reproductions of 
photographs, which help to make the 
narrative more graphic. 


* »* Bf 
“Miss Bellard’s Inspiration,” Har- 
per’s, is William D. Howells’ latest 
story. It is one which, if it could be 


subjected to the right kind of adapta- 
tion, would make a successful and re- 
freshing little comedy. For, in spite of 
the shadow which Mrs. Mevison casts 
over the tale, the very human qualities 
of Mr. and Mrs. Crombie and the self- 
communings of Miss Bellard, the results 
of which neutralize the British direct- 
ness of Edmund Craybourne, make a de- 
licious combination with Mr. Howells’ 
good-natured cynicism, which, indeed, 
is so good-natured as to be humor 
rather that cynicism. 

The story is rather a slight one, too 
slight, in fact, to be called a novel; it is 
one which can be read in the course of a 
couple of hours and with fully sustained 
interest to the end, when Miss Bellard 
explains and acts upon her inspiration. 
She supplies all the novelty in the story ; 
she is by no means a commonplace char- 
acter. Her manner of falling in love, 
her reasons for breaking her engage- 
ment with Craybourne, and the inspira- 
tion which led to its reinstatement are 
not what might be expected by the vet- 
eran novel reader. But she is vindi- 
cated in the end by the fact that she is 
a woman, and a beautiful woman. 

Mrs. Crombie pfays her part with a 
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good deal of sprightliness and adds not 
a little to‘the humor of the story. Her 


rather fierce rebellion at the idea of be- 


ing imposed upon by her niece and her 
subsequent abject surrender are all very 
funny, the more so because she has no 
idea of being funny. 


~y & 


It seems a long time—possibly it isn’t 
really—since a story of adventure, so 
thoroughly good as “Terence O’Rourke, 
Gentleman Adventurer,” has appeared. 
It is written by Louis Joseph Vance and 
published by A. Wessells Company. 

It is, of course, crammed full of ac- 
tion, one episode following the other 
in quick succession without tiresome de- 
scriptions or unnecessarily prolonged in- 
troductions; episodes that are fresh, 
vivid and full of color as different as 
possible from the hackneyed type that 
has been familiar for years. But the 
love interest has not been neglected. It 
is a very pretty story of the loyalty of 
the light-hearted Irishman, the thread 
of which runs through the whole book, 
its climax being reserved as the hero’s 
reward at the end. 

As the central figure in the series of 
adventures described is O’Rourke, so 
the most conspicuously meritorious 
piece of literary work is the delineation 
of his character. It cannot, of course, 
be called a character study, inasmuch as 
the author’s obvious intention in writing 
the tale, was to create complications for 
his hero to overcome rather than to 
solve questions of psychology. But he 
has, nevertheless, presented in the per- 
son of “the O’Rourke of Castle 
O’Rourke,” a clean, generous, whole- 
souled Irish gentleman, one of a type 
that is always lovable. 


xe He 


The title of William J. Locke’s novel, 
“The Morals of Marcus Ordeyne,” John 
Lane, is somewhat misleading, for there 
is nothing in the book to show that the 
character of Sir Marcus could be made 
the subject of serious criticism. His 
aunt’s grim disapproval and ready sus- 
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picion of him may fairly be attributed 
to causes quite foreign to the question 
of his thorough respectability. It may 
be, however, that the reference in the 
title is, not to his personal morals, but 
to his “History of Renaissance Morals,” 
upon which he was engaged. 

He was considered by his superiors 
steady enough to be a good schoolmas- 
ter, and his accession to the family title 
does not seem to have marked any ma- 
terial change in his personal habits, al- 
though the sudden appearance of Car- 
lotta was a disturbing influence in his 
life, as it might be in that of the most 
sedate among us. Carlotta’s introduc- 
tion is somewhat unusual, if not improb- 
able, but it is to be remembered that a 
bright, attractive English girl, most .of 
whose life has been spent in a Turkish 
harem, cannot be expected to conform, 
all at once, to English standards of con- 
ventionality. 

Ordeyne’s tribulations, growing out 
of his enforced guardianship of this ex- 
traordinary young woman, may be 
easily understood, but will hardly be 
considered a*reason for condoling or 
sympathizing with him. 

The end of his “extravagant adven- 
ture’ is obvious enough. It is, in fact, 
the only logical conclusion under the 
circumstances. Naturally Judith and 
Aunt Jessica disapproved, though for 
widely different reasons. 


ee 


Mr. F. Hopkinson Smith has done us 
all a service in his volume of short 
stories to which he has given the name 
“At Close Range,” published by Scrib- 
ner’s. One of the principal charms of 
these stories lies in the unpretentious- 
ness of them; they are modest little 
tales about modest people; people who 
sometimes seem to have little tenderness 
or generosity about them, but who, af- 
ter all, confirm the author’s theory “that 
at the bottom of every heart crucible 
choked with life’s cinders there can al- 
most always be found a drop of gold.” 

Each one of the stories has just the 
one touch of nature that always makes 
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its appeal irresistible. Steve Dodd, 
Sam Makin, Jack Stirling and Captain 
Shortrode are common enough charac- 
ters, and of a type from which not much 
is usually looked for except the ener- 
getic pursuit of business, but under the 
proper stimulus they show traits and 
impulses similar to those of the Dear 


Old Lady. 
* % 


The Twenty-five Best Selling Books 
of the Month. 


“The Marriage of William Ashe,” 
Humphry Ward, Harper & Bros. 

“The Orchid,” Robert Grant, Chas. Scrib- 
ner’s Sons. 

“The Accomplice,” Frederick Trevor Hill, 
Harper & Bros. 

“At the Sign of the Fox,” by the author 


Mrs. 


of “The Garden of a Commuter’s Wife,” 
Macmillan Co. 
“A Dark Lantern,” Elizabeth Robins, 


Macmillan Co. 

“The Missourian,” 
bleday, Page & Co. 

“Constance Trescott,” Dr. S. Weir Mit- 
chell, Century Co. 

“The Clansman,” Thomas Dixon, Double- 
day, Page & Co. 

“Sandy,” Alice Hegan Rice, Century Co. 

“The Beautiful Lady,” Booth Tarkington, 
McClure, Phillips & Co. 

“Mrs. Essington,” Esther and Lucia Cham- 
berlain, Century Co. 

“Pam,” Bettina von 
& -Co. 

“The Princess Passes,” C. N. and A. M. 
Williamson, Henry Holt & Co. 

“The Purple Parasol,’ George 
Cutcheon, Dodd, Mead & Co. 

“The Divine Fire,” May Sinclair, Henry 
Holt & Co. 

“The Garden of Allah,” 
F. A. Stokes & Co. 

“The Rose of the World,’ Agnes and 
Egerton Castle, F. A. Stokes & Co. 

“The Man on the Box,” Harold Mac- 
Grath, Bobbs-Merrill Co. 

“The Master Mummer,” E. 
penheim, Little, Brown & Co. 

“The Plum Tree,” David Graham Phillips, 
Bobbs-Merrill Co. 

“Terence O’Rourke,” Louis Joseph Vance, 
A. Wessells Co. 

“The Memoirs of an American 
Robert. Herrick, Macmillan Co. 

“The Breath of the Gods,” 


Eugene P. Lyle, Dou- 


Hutten, Dodd, Mead 
B. Mc- 


Robert Hichens, 


Phillips Op- 


Citizen,” 


Sidney Mc- 


Call, Little, Brown & Co. 

“The Image in the Sand,” E. F. 
J. B. Lippincott Co. 

“The Great 
Clode & Co. 


Benson, 


Mogul," Louis Tracy, E. J. 




















Doubt came to the little girl. Then she bravely investigated and discov- 
ered the exact facts. 


Do likewise. If you suspect coffee is filling your highly organized body 
with certain things that congest the Liver, Stomach and Kidneys and keep them 
from working properly and thereby set up incipient disease, Learn the Truth. 


It can be done without shears. 
The test is easy and the results sure. 


Try leaving off coffee 10 days, use in its place well-made Postum and daily 
note the change in feelings. 


If you feel better you have found the key to real happiness. 


‘“There’s a reason’’ for 


POSTUM 
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The Prudential 


Issues the. Ideal 
Life Insurance Contract. 


Simple and explicit as a bank 
check. Noconfusing technicalities. 
A definite “ promise to pay,” with 











Fa 
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PRUDENTIAL , =. 


wre eee Rates, Benefits and Privileges 
- STRENGTH OF “fF ' : a 
Nouprarar ‘6 Absolutely Fixed and Guaran 


‘fy ar ae: = teed in the Policy. 


Cash Loans. Paid-up Insurance. 
Automatic Extended Insurance. 
Cash Surrender Values. Occupa- 
tion, Residence and Travel Unre- 
stricted, and many other valuable 
features. 








POLICIES MAY BE ISSUED WITH 
CASH DIVIDENDS PAYABLE AN- 
NUALLY OR EVERY FIVE YEARS. 











The Instalment Privilege 
is a Splendid Feature of Prudential Policies. 


WHEN POLICY MATURES it may be made payable in one sum; or in from two to 
twenty-five annual instalments; or in continuous instalments during lifetime of beneficiary 
(or insured); or the sum insured may be left with the Company as a trust fund at 3 per cent 
interest, with annual dividends, 


IS YOUR LIFE INSURED? We have the policy you want at low cost on the Whole 
Life, Limited Payment or Endowment Plan, 








Write us today and we will send free, particulars with rates and benefits at your age. 


The Prudential Insurance Co. of America 


INCORPORATED AS A STOCK GOMPANY BY THE STATE OF NEW JERSEY. 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, President. Home Office, NEWARK, N. J. 
DEPT. 90 
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Reputation 


The Schlitz reputation has 









been 50 years in building. And 
we spend fortunes every year — 
go to the utmost extremes—to 


maintain it. 


The result is a world-wide 
demand, exceeding a _ million 


barrels annually. 


And that demand is for abso- 


= 8 hee ag e Brewery Bottlin lute purity. 


That Made Milwaukee Famous. 
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HAS 
EARNED MORE 
For Policy Holders 
HAS PAID MORE 
To Policy Holders 
HOLDS MORE 


For Policy Holders 
Than any other Company 
an the 


World 


Interest on Your Money 
Plus Life Insurance 


You begin to receive interest at the end of the first year, and 
if you let the interest accumulate, it will be compounded annually, 
under the Guaranteed Compound Interest Gold Bond Contract. 
Meantime your life is insured. No other contract issued 

by this or any other company combines these advantages 

of a Savings Bank account and a life insurance policy. 


We wish to send you interesting information describing other 
valuable features of this “Savings Bank Policy.’’ Write to-day. 
THE MUTUAL LIFE Th M | if 
NS.CO,OF NEW YOR ¢ 
hee Yorn ee e utual Life 
Gentlemen—I shall be glad to « — 4 “ 
receive, without in any way INSURANCE COMPANY OF NEW YORK 
committing myself, information 
regarding cost of ur Guaranteed 


Compound Interest Gold Bund Contract RICHARD A. McCurpy, President 


My occupation is 


Oldest in America 
Largest in the World 
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WIN CHESTER 
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MODEL 1905 SELF-LOADING RIFLE. 

This rifle is a six-shot, hammerless take-down, made in .32 and .35 calibers, the car- 
tridges it handles being of the modern smokeless powder type, having excellent 
penetration and great shocking effect on animal tissue. As its name indicates, the 
Model 1905 is self-loading. The recoil of the exploded cartridge ejects the empty 
shell, cocks the hammer and feeds a fresh cartridge from the magazine into the 
chamber, leaving the rifle ready to shoot upon the operator’s pulling the trigger. 
The self-loading system permits rapid shooting with great accuracy, and on account 
of the ease and novelty of its operation adds much to the pleasure of rifle shooting, 
either at targetor game. The list price of the standard rifle of this model is $28.00. 

Send for Circular Fully Describing This Rifle. 
WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO., - - = = NEW HAVEN, CONN. 


















































You are 
Invited 
to send for a copy 


of the most interesting and 





successful musical story _ of 





the year and also the hand- 
—— 
somest piano catalog ever 


printed—gratis on request. 


KRANICH & BACH 


231-245 East 23d Street 
New York City 
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I CARBOLATED 
VASELINE 


UNSURPASSED 
IN QUALITY 
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" VASELINE 


has a wider range of curative and 
healing qualities than any other 
known remedy. 


ASELIN 


unlike the various imitation and 
“substitutes,” is absolutely pure, 
and can be distinguished by its 
clear brilliant color and its lack of 
taste and odor. 

Don’t buy an adulterated medi- 
cine. 

Avoid all risk of substitution by 
noting carefully on bottle, box or 
tube, the name 


VASELIN 


cneseqgovcr MFC. CO. 
EW YORK 
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A WELL KNOWN EMBROIDERY AUTHORITY WRITES: 





“1 HAD WASHED WITH 


PEARLINE 


several handsome pieces of em- 
broidery that were embroidered 
with Richardson's Wash Silks 
which had been on the road with 
teachers, DISPLAYED in shop 
windows, HANDLED by hund- 
reds of people,and the result was in 
every respect SATISFACTORY. 

I shall instruct all my teachers 


to ue PEARLINE in cleansing 


their samples of embroidery.” 




















Pearline washes silks perfectly 


** These two I use daily.” 


ARNICA 
Tooth Soap 


Is antiseptic; 
preserves 

while it 

beautifies. 

No spilling or 
wasting; convenient 
and economical. 


25 Cents 
At all Druggists 


STRONG’S 
Arnica Jelly 


(Carbolated) 


Keeps the skin 
free from rough- 
ness and pimples. Nothing better 
for sunburn or chapping; also for 
cuts, bruises, burns and all erup- 
tions. Keeps the skin soft, smooth 
and delicate. The collapsable metal 
tube is convenient and unbreakable. 
Tnke tt with you wherever you go. 
if your druggist hasn't tt—Send to us. 
Sent postpaid on receipt of 25 cents. 
C. H. STRONG & CO, 
CHICAGO 
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Designs copyright, 1899-1900-1-2-3-4 by The U. S. Playing Card Co, Look for ** Congress "’ on every box, N 
We Want to Send (Free) 


to every man and woman who plays cards, samples (single cards) 
of our 


Congress Playing Cards 


(Gold edges.) The sample will show, better thun can be explained, why 
Congress Cards are selected for all social and card party play. 


The backs are miniature pictures—little gems in colors and gold—so 
beautiful they are often framed. The faces are clear cut and cleanly printed ; 
the corner indexes large and readable. 


The cards are perfect in manufacture, absolutely uniform in thickness, edges 
smooth and even, and finished with pure burnished gold leaf. 


But to enjoy them most you must play with them. There is a fascination 
in the smooth, slippery spring of them—a crisp snappiness in shuffling, that 
gets into the players’ fingers and starts off the game with zest. 


Over 100 designs to choose from—all in gold and rich colors—including 


Pictorial Series— Reproductions of best pictures of American and European artists. 

Initial Series—The newest and most exclusive. All letters of the alphabet. 

Club Series—For Whist, Poker, Euchre, etc. Rich colors, set pattern backs, white margins. 
Send 50 cents per pack for backs desired. Mlustrations and Sample Card free. 


DuPLicaTe WuH1st—best of card games,in which skill—not | uck—wins. 


Played with Paine’s Duplicate Whist Trays 
—12-Tray set $5.00; extra fine set $10.00, 


3 months’ course of Whist Lessons free with each set. 


Card Games and How to Play Them, 160 pages; Entertaining with Cards, 64 pages; Whist and Duplicate Whist, 104 pages, 
each, paper, 15 cents; cloth, 25 cents, Vest Pocket Editions—Cinch or High Five, Hearts, Skat, Pinochle, 
Poker, Bridge, Euchre, Fan Tan, Five Hundred, each, paper, § cents; cloth, 10 cents, 


Address Dept. 17. The U, S. Playing Card Co., Cincinnati, U. S. A. 
Makers also of ‘Bicycle Playing Cards”. Popular price—conventional designs, for everyday use. Fine dealing 
and wearing qualities.—Sold by dealers, or send 25 cents a pack for designs wanted. Illustrations sent free. J 


We send above goods, prepaid, on receipt of price named in this advertisement if your dealer does not supply them. 
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The Only Safe Guide to correct Diamond buying is the Loftis Catalog. The 
Famous Loftis Credit System can be made a great convenience for Christmas, 
New Year’s, Birthdays, Engagements, Weddings, Anniversaries, etc. Diamonds 
win Hearts. Write Today and we will mail you a Loftis Catalog, prepaid. We 
also mail to all applicants a copy of our superb Souvenir Diamond Booklet. 


to the shrewd Diamond investor. In 
its 66 pages are 1000 illustrations of 
the Finest Diamonds, Highest Grade Watches and Jewelry, in every conceiv:ble artistic form. Our credit prices are 
lower than others charge for spot cash. Write for the Loftis Catalog. Sixty-six pages. Write Today. Don’t delay. 
s and we will forward it to you by return mail, At your 
Write to Us for Our Catalog leisure, in the privacy of Rod own ems. you can select the 
Diamond, Watch or piece of Jewelry of your own particular fancy. You can then communicate with us and we will send 
the selected article on approval to your residence, place of business or express office as you wish, Examine it thorough- 
ly, you are perfectly free to buy or not, just as you please. We pay all the charges, we take all the risks, we deliver our 
goods anywhere in the United States. four account will be welcome. Write for the Loftis Catalog. Write Today. 
2 © Diamonds are profitable. Diamonds pay better than savings The Gold Medal 
Invest in a Diamond banks. It is predicted, that, Garin he coming 12 months, Highest ant 
Diamonds will increase in value 20 per cent. Invest in a Diamond by the Loftis way. You have the security 
in your own possession. Every transacten is on honor, confidential, prompt, and satisfactory. One- Which we won at 
fifth of the price to be paid on delivery, you retain the article. Pay balance in eight equal monthiy pay- the World’s Fair, 
ments, sending cash direct to us—you will not miss these small monthly payments from your income, 
Our goods are the fiuest—our prices the lowest—our terms the easiest. Write Today. 
e will help you to save a Diamond. We furnish one to every 
Our Little Steel Safe person whether a customer or not. Put the Little Safe on your 
desk, bureau, bench or table and every day drop into it the stray pennies, nickels and dimes that are frit- 
tered away without notice. Do this for a few days and you will have the first payment ready fora 
Diamond. We will deliver the Diamond at once while you keep the little savings bank at work saving 
the small amounts necessary to meet the monthly payments as they mature. Write Today. 
The Old Reliable Original Diamonds on Credit House, 


[OF TI DIAMOND CUTTERS 
WATCHMAKERS, JEWELERS 
Dept.L 29 92 to 98 State Street, 

BROS & C0. 1858 CHICAGO, ILLINOIS, U.S. A. 
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ORIGINAL 


: THE 
MirtKk CHOCOLATE 


—-z 


as 


INDIANAPOLIS 


This is the exact location of the 


Carlsbad of America 


where Health comes from. The waters of 
French Lick and West Baden Springs 
have the greatest curing properties of 
any springs in the world. 
The Location is delightful. 
Accommodations include the best ap- 
pointed Hotels in the world. 
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Write today for Booklet. 
CHAS. H. ROCKWELL FRANK J. ie) 
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All the people 


who know and want the best 


EAT 


THE ORIGINAL 
Swiss MILK 


CHOCOLATE 


late flavor. 
** Trresistibly delicious ”” 


and butter. 


LAMONT, CORLISS & CO., Sole Importers 


78 Hudson St., New York, 


PETER’S 


The only Milk Chocolate 
possessing the true choco- 


and wholesome as_ bread 











ADVANCE INFORMATION 


Wouldn’t it be profitable for you to know every 
move in your business world before your competi- 
tors do, to receive the earliest intelligence con- 
cerning new markets and outlets for your 
goods, to have before you every scrap of informa- 
tion printed about your line of business? 


PRESS CLIPPINGS 


will give you this information while the news is 
freshand valuable. They supply anyone interested 
in any matter with all the information from every 
part of the country pertaining to that subject. 


CLIPPING BUREAU, 


the largest Press Clipping Bureau in the 
{ world, will send you everything printed in 

every newspaper, magazine or trade jour- 
nal in the country, on any particular sub- 
ject you may desire. 

This Bureau reads and clips 55,000 papers 
and other periodicals each month, and even 
if you are now a subscriber to some other 
clipping bureau, it will pay you to investi- 
gate the superior service we offer. Write 
for our Aes 3 concerning Clippings and how 
they may be applied to your profit, We will 
send it to you free and quote youa Special 
Bargain rate for a trial month, if you will 
name the subject. You might also ask 
about our Daily Business Reports. Address 


INTERNATIONAL PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU, 


{ 1414 BOYCE BLDG., 





CHICAGO, U. S. A. 
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Mitchell's, Furniture 


is known all over the United States and other countries because of its cor- 
rectness in design, fine cabinet work and superb finish. It is built to last 
senerations and has 69 years of reputation behind it 


MITCHELL’S PHOTOGRAPHIC CATALOG No. 72 
will help you make a selection and obtain FURNITURE at FACTORY 
PRICES. This new book is the finest and the most comprehensive turni 
ture catalog ever issued Its 312 pages contain over 1,000 photographic 
reproductions of the actual pieces to be seen in our immense warerooms 
It brings our factory right to you. It covers every subject of household and 
business furniture. 


LIBERAL FACTORY DISCOUNTS 
will be given from the list prices ia the book. Anyone contemplating buy 
ing any furniture should write AT ONCE for this guide. Kach catalog 
costs over $1.50, but will be sent to PROSPECTIVE BUYERS on receipt of 


2c. 
Our Mantel, Grate and Tile Catalog is sent on receipt of 8c. Address 


The Robert Mitchell Furniture Co., Dept. N, Cincinnati, O. 


69 Years of 
Furniture Success 
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Guaranteed 


Typewritér 


The Standard Visible Writer. 
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Diamond 


At. Wholesale Price 
For Cash 
Save 25% to 33% by the WINTON PLAN. Dia- 


monds advance 10% to 204% annually, and make the 
best investment. 1 am the largest importer and cutter of 
diamonds in Pennsylvania outside of Philadelphia, buy- 
ing diamonds in the rough and saving custom duty. 
have a large stock of perfect white diamonds bought cheap 
lor cash before the recent advances. 


The Winton Plan 


Cuts out the installment dealer's expenses of bookkeeping, 
collecting, looking up references, and allowance for losses; 
and the eel jeweler's — for store rent, salesmen’s sal- 
aries, and did accounts. It puts a gem of guaranteed value 
and quality in your hands at less than the lowest retail price. 



















The Oliver Record 
has Never Been Equalled 


Catalogue Free. 


THE OLIVER TYPEWRITER COMPANY, 


310 Broadway, New York. 





et my booklet, tell me oe we, price, og mount- 
ing you_want, and I will ship the diamond b express 

c. 0. D. Exa,nine it careful y, satisfy yoursel a to its 
quality and value, then send me my he price. Wit 
each diamond I furnish a guarantee to buy it back, at 
your request, within five days, at the full purchase 
price, or at any time within a year, at 95¢ of the pur- 
chase price. I pay all express charges. 

This offer enables you to wear a $100.00 dia- 
mond one year for $5.00. It is a guarantee of 
quality and price, and ensures a safe and paying 
investment. 

Before buying anywhere get my booklet, 
low To Buy a Diamond”. Write 
No references requir 












$20 » $5 


tired business man in 


WEEKLY MADE SELLING 
THIS NEW INVENTION, THE 


FOUNTAIN PER 


STANDARD SELF:EUANine 


No ink dropper. No smeared fingers. 
No twisted rubber. No complication. 


$178 -90 earned in 82 days by re- 


$48 : earned in first four weeks by Rav. 


vehring, of N. Y.,spare time only, 
3 “ad for . month's odd 
G. »s. Lovett, of Mass. 





















Walter W. Winton 
Cash Diamond Dealer 


607 Mears Bidg. 
cranton, Pa. 





“40 made in ‘ire two hours by 
| Mrs. Mary M. Lennon, of Mich, 
| Our free lessons in successful salesman- 


ship make experience unnecessary. We 
send all particulars and figures to prove 
above and many other records; write today 
Energetic Agenta and Diatrict 
Managers Wanted. 
STANDARD PEN CO., 
1071 Baker Bid., TOLEDO, 0. ~ 











Learn BookKEEPING FREE 


Would you like to succeed in business, to obtain a good paying 
position; to secure an increasein salary? Would you possess the 
capacity ‘that directs and controls large business enterprises? If 
so, you Should follow the example of Mr. Edw. Chapman, of No, 
606 ‘So, sth St., Goshen, Ind., who largely increased his salary 
aftertaking ourcourse. A knowledge of accounts increases your 
opportunities a hundred fold, Our method excels all others. You - 
can learn quickly at home, without loss of time or money, We 
guarantee it. 


A GREAT BOOK FREE 


‘* How to Become an Expert Bookkeeper” is the 
title of an extensive treatise on Bookkeeping and Business. It 
tells of the best system of accounts ever devise d, and explains how 
you can make more money and better your position in life, It is 
just the book for beginners and experts alike, Toadvertise our 
system we will give away 5,000 copies absolutely free, withouta 7 
condition whatever. Simply send your name and address and 
receive the book without cost, Address 


Commercial Correspondence Schools, 
89 A, Commercial Bldg., Rochester, N. ¥. 
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There are several kinds of safety razors — the Gillette Safety Razor — and the other kinds. 

Most other safety razors have been on the market for years. The Gillette Safety Razor is a new idea, 
and is the only safety razor made on the right principle, insuring a clean, sure, easy, and comfortable 
shave to the man who uses it. 

One of the indisputable proofs of its success is that hundreds of thousands are now in use. Every one 
sold and used means a happy, satisfied customer, ever ready to sing its praise. Every Gillette Razor sold (and 
every day shows a steady increase in sales) proves that the man who buys a Gillette is not satisfied with the 
other kind or with the other method. 

For comfort, health, and economy’s sake shave yourself the Gillette way. Once that way, never again 
the other. 

The price of the Gillette Safety Razor is $5.00 complete in an attractive, compact, velvet-lined case. 

The Razor is triple silver-plated; has 12 thin, flexible, highly tempered and keen double-edged 
blades. These blades are sharpened and ground by a secret process and require no honing or stropping. 

Each blade will give from twenty to forty smooth and delightful shaves. You therefore have by using a 
Gillette Safety Razor 400 shaves without stropping, at less than 1 cent a shave. 

Over 200,000 now in use. 

Ask your dealer for the Gillette Safety Razor. Accept no substitute. He can 
procure it for you. 

Write to-day for our interesting booklet which explains our 30-day free trial 
offer. Most dealers make this offer; if yours does not, we will. 


GILLETTE SALES COMPANY 
1155 Times Building 
42d Street and Broadway, New York 
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Ainslee’s 


‘STH Ss MAGAZINE THAT ENTERTAINS'*’ 


FOR NOVEMBER 


The November number of AINsLEE’s will be the best that we 
have published this year. It has been made up chiefly with the 
idea of furnishing our readers a wide variety of short stories of the 
kind in which a strong, vital, full-blooded interest predominates. 
Our aim every month is to present a list of fiction in which there 
is not a single dull page. Of the November number we are sure 
that it will be said that every page is brimming over with 
interest. 

We wish to add here that we are almost ready to make announce- 
ment of some matters that will be of the highest importance to 
Magazine readers. These announcements will probably come 
in the December number. 

In the November number Miss Marie Van Vorst’s new serial, 
“The Warreners,”’ will be continued. The second installment 
fully sustains the extraordinary interest in this remarkable study 
which the opening chapters aroused. 


The author of the novelette is Miss Geraldine Bonner, who 
has the distinction of having written ‘‘The Pioneer,” one of the 
best selling books of the year. The new story, ‘‘The Castle- 
court Diamond Case,”’ is a mystery tale, with a striking plot 
well developed and most interesting. 


The number will also contain another of Joseph C. Lincoln's 
characteristic stories, ‘‘His Native Heath’’; an absorbing auto- 
mobile story by Robert E. MacAlarney, entitled ‘*In the Garage’; 
a remarkably strong and original story ‘by Eleanor A. Hallowell, 
‘“‘The Second Best’’; a fine story of the West by Joseph Blethen, 
‘‘The Journalists’; one of Alaska called ‘‘The Test of the Wil- 
derness,’’ by Ada W. Anderson. Mrs. Wilson Woodrow will 
continue her brilliant ‘‘Conversations with Egeria.”’ 


One of the special features will be a delightful Thanksgiving 
tale entitled ‘*‘Not According to Schedule,’”’ by Mary Stewart 
Cutting. 


Julien Gordon (Mrs. Van Rensselaer Cruger) will have a timely 
and striking essay on ‘*The Social Power of Ambassadors,” and 
Ladv Broome will discuss some new phases of American and 
English society. 
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Enough for the average family in each can 


21 KINDS 


WITH YOU soup making is 
merely an incident in housekeeping. 
WITH US soup making is our 
daily, hourly business, 

YOU have to buy, blend, boil, fret over it. 
WE attend to all that for you. 








Pure, Savory and Delicious, and equal to 
the highest grade of home-made 
soups; costs but a dime and is 
prepared in a minute, 


JOSEPH CAMPBELL COMPANY 
Dept. A 22-42 River St., CAMDEN, N. J. 








aie ss ie 
[RET EGE ©. 
sgeres a=7 
Do 
"ae bstaaee 
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Spf tavcewe 
‘wane ‘aan! 
Polly put the kettle on, wr ol Bahia 
We need a little heat, ° 
So we can make enough of soup 


To give them all a treat, 


“JUST ADD A CAN OF HOT WATER AND SERVE” 
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Chalfonte 


is a new Fireproof building of the best 


type, located 
ON THE BOARDWALK 


ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 


BETWEEN THE PIERS 








THE LEEDS COMPANY 


Solicits your patronage and invites you to 
write for Illustrated Folder and Rates. 








CHALFONTE IS ALWAYS OPEN 
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An Important Announcement 
Concerning 


OLD ENGLISH 


BLACKJACKS 


HE Gorham Company desires to direct atten- 
tion to its extremely novel and original col- 
lection of Loving Cups and Tankards, offered 

under the name of “Old English Blackjacks.” 
HESE have been designed especially to meet 
the very wide-spread demand for articles of 
this nature which shall be as dignified and as dec- 
oratively effective, but yet not so costly as though 
fashioned of solid silver. They are made closely 
to simulate the Old English “Blackjacks” and 
“Leathern Bottels,” those characteristic drinking 
utensils of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, 
which are to-day so eagerly sought after by col- 
lectors of artistic rarities. 
HESE strikingly original examples of an ar- 
tistic revival are to be found in all sizes from 
the drinking mug to the imposing Loving Cup, the 
tall Tankard or the well-proportioned Flagon. The 
bodies are of heavy hand-worked leather, the lin- 
ings of red copper, the mountings, including the 
shields for monograms, inscriptions or armorial 
bearings, of sterling silver. 

LACKJACKS are exclusively made by The 

Gorham Company at very moderate prices, 
from five dollars upward, and are to be obtained 
from the important jewelers throughout the coun- 
try, as well as from the makers. 


THE GORHAM COMPANY 


SILVERSMITHS §& GOLDSMITHS 
FIFTH AVENUE AND THIRTY-SIXTH STREET, NEW YORK 
(The New Gorham Building) 
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“ JIU-JITSU 


What would you do if attacked by a thug at close 
quarters? You never know when you may meet with 
such an attack 

This is only one reason why every man and woman 
should know Jiu-Jitsu, especially women, With Jiu-Jitsu 
strength and size count for naught It enables a little 
woman to overthrow a big, powerful man It therefore 
affords sure protection from attack by thieves and thugs 

You do not have to be strong to win with Jiu-Jitsu 

Nor do you have to practice much to excel at it, but if 
you care to practice this perfect form of exercise, it will 
develop great strength more quickly than any other 
method of exercise known It also teaches quickness, 
lightness, agility and grace of movement 


A Free Lesson From the Greatest Master. 

‘To prove how easy it is to master the secrets of this 
fascinating art, in your own home, without apparatus of 
any’kind, and to show you the difference between the 
real Jiu-Jitsu and the imitations that are being adver- 
tised, Mr. Y. K Yabe, formerly Director of the Ten-Shin 
Ryu School of Jiu-Jitsu in Japan, will send to anyone 
writing for it a complete lesson in real Jiu-Jitsu free of all 
charge 

What the Real Jiu-Jitsu Is. 

The art of Jiw-Jitsu as taught by Mr. Yabe is the 
method of physical training, and the system of offence 
and defence, used by the Imperial Japanese soldiers for 
thousands of years, much of the efficiency of this method 
is due toa number of simple but easy tricks, by which 
any assailant can be overcome 

Until recently it has been a crime of high treason for 
any one to disclose these secrets outside of the Imperial 
Schools, but Mr. Yabe secured permission to teach these 
arts in the United States 

If you wish to learn the art of self-defence ; If you wish 
to know the tricks and secrets which will enable you to 
overcome any one; If you wish to know the system 
which has made the Japanese the hardiest, strongest, 
bravest and toughest people in the world, not withstand 
ing their small size ;_ If you wish to enjoy perfect health 
and to indulge in fascinating exercises that make you 
strong and vigorous ; Write to-day for Mr. Yabe’s free 
lesson, and full particulars of the art of Jiu-Jitsu. 

VABE SCHOOL OF JIU-JITSU, 
SOA Wisner Building. Rochester, N.Y, 

















EITHER OF THESE 


FREE 


To anyone anywhere. Write 
and mention the book you 
want. I will gladly send it. 


IF YOU ARE 


BLIND 


or have Failing Sight, Cataracts, Granulated Lids, Weak and 
Congested Eyes, Scars, Scums or Ulcers, on the eyes or any 
other eye disease, write for my 


80 PAGE BOOK ON EYE DISEASES 


which tells how to cure these eye diseases by a simple method at you 
own home, Describes and illustrates every known eye disease 
with colored pictures, tells how to care for the eyes, how to 
live, bathe, etc A book full of information about eyes which 
should be in every home, it is free, write to-day ; 


IF you ARREDE AF 


either partially or completely or if you have head-noises, ring 
ing in the ears, discharging ears, Catarrh of the head, nose or 
throat, or any ear disease. Write for my 


64 PAGE BOOK ON DEAFNESS 


and learn of a nee method whereby all those afflicted with Deaf 
ness or other ear diseases, can cure themselves at home with- 
out visiting a doctor Most complete book published and 1s 
free to all. Address 


DR. W. 0. COFFEE, 300 Century Bidg., Des Moines, la. 
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PROF. 1. HUBERT’S 
MALVINA 


CREAM 


“The One Reliable Beautifier” 
ositively cures Freckles, Sun- 
burn, Pimples, Ringworm and 

all imperfections of the skin, 

and prevents wrinkles. Does 

not meiely cover up but eradi- 

entesthem. Malvina Lotion 

and Ichthyol Soap should be 

used in connection with Male 

vina Cre « At all druggists, 

or sent on receipt of price. Cream, 

50c., postpaid ; Lotion, 50c.. ex- 

press collect; Soap, 25e., postpaid 
Send for testimonials 

PROF. I. HUBERT, Toledo, Obie 


Self and Sex! 


Wet Whar Wat 
4YounG AYoynG A Man of 
Man HyspandFoary Fist The information in these books will 

, few insure marital happiness and save man- 
kind untold suffering. 


The Sex Series 


The only complete series of books 
ublished on delicate subjects, Written 
in a manner understood by every person 
and information given which should not 
be hidden by false or foolish modesty. 
Commended by medical authorities 
everywhere. 





















and men: “ Young Boy,” “ Young Man, 
4,” *Man of Forty-Ave” 

ent * Young Girl,” ‘* Young 
.” “Woman of Forty-five.” 
Table of contents fr 


61 a copy each, post free. ‘I free. 
Vir PublishingCo 861_Land Title Bidg PhiladeiphiaPa 
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Pay DAY 


What Does It Mean to You? 


If you are in that discouraged line of men who get the same pittance week after week, vear 
after year without hope or prospect of something better, it’s time you appealed to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools. Ask them how you can in your spare time, qualify for a better 


position, a higher salary and a safe future. They will make the way so plain and easy for you 
that your only wonder will be that every worker in the world is not following the thousands 
who have already reached success over this highway. 

Mark on the coupon the occupation you prefer and mail it to the I. C. S. 


} ; It costs nothing. 
It will surely help you some. /¢ may make your fortune. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, Box 1199, Scranton, Pa. , 


| Please explain, without further obligation on my part, how I can qualify for a larger salary in the position before which I have marked X ! 








Bookkeeper 
Stenographer 
Advertisement Writer 
Show Card Writer 


Mech. Draftsman 
illustrator 

Civil Service 
Textile Mill Supt. 





Window Trimmer Electrician vivil Engineer Mining Engineer 
Or tal Desig Teleph Engineer Architec. Draftsman _— Stenographer 
Chemist Surveyor Foreman Plumber Attorney-at-Law 








Elec. Engineer 
Elec. Lighting Supt. 
Mech. Engineer 
Stationary Engineer 








Building Contractor 
Architect 
Structural Engineer 
Bridge Engineer 








Street and No.__ 


State_ 








When writing to advertisers please mention Ainslee's 











AINSLEE’S 





ADVERTISER 






























and More 


How often have you felt that you would give all 
you have to be just an inch or two taller? 

Well yon can add that much to your natural 
height—even more. Don’t think you cannot. 

Science has proved that it is possible for 
anyone to increase their height from two to five 
inches. 

You can do so safely, surely, quickly, in your 
own home, without the possibility of hurting 
yourself and without resorting to drugs, medi- 
cine, operation, electricity or anything unpleas- 
ant. 

If you remain short and stunted any longer it 
will be your own fault. 

If you wish to get taller—to add from 2 to 5 
inches to your height, you can learn exactly how to 
do so by writing for a copy of an interesting book 
which will be sent you, absolutely 


FREE OF ALL CHARGE 


This book explains how you can gain height by 
expanding or enlarging by exercise, the cartilage 
which is between the bones, just as you enlarge the 
size of your muscles by exercise, 

There are 19 inches of cartilage between the 
head and the feet, so you have only to enlarge it 10 
per cent. to get about two inches of extra height. 

This free book tells you just how to do it. 

It explains also why this method broadens your 
shoulders, tones up your whole system and makes 
you better in every way 

It shows that the United States Government 
and nearly every other civilized government has 
issued the strictest kind of patents to protect 
this system, ‘proving that the system has_ real 
merit. Moreover, there are many thousands of 
dollars back of the guarantee which covers this 
system, ° 

If you wish to add to your height, so as to be 
able to see well in a crowd or at the theater, to 
walk or dance in comfort or without embarrass- 
ment with a tall person, and to enjoy all the 
other advantages that added height affords, write 
to-day for this book. It is free, and explains all. 
Address: 


THE CARTILAGE COMPANY 
89A Unity Building, Rochester, N. Y. 






















The Question Is 
Vill You? Not Can You! 


‘ieee: very man can, if he w//, increase omer knowl- 
edge, and thereby his salary, by improving 
his spare time. Your pay de- 
pends on your knowledge; there 
tore you control your own salary. 
If you are getting small pay it is 
because you are doing a grade 
of work that hundreds of others 
can do equally well. Our instruc- 
tion will fit you for 
a higher grade in 
your present line, or 
in an entirely differ- 
ent line. Big tirms 
are eagerly “search- 
ing for engineers cap- 
able of directing 
their vast enter- 
prises, to whom taey 
can pay salaries as 
great as $10,000 a 
year. The Engineer 
s not the man in 
ARMOUR INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY. overalls with the oil 
can and waste in his hand. He the man who 
designs the engine which the other man runs, He 
is the master mind who conceives, plans and 
directs the work of hundreds of other men. 


ENGINEERING 


TAUGHT BY MAIL 


If you cannot go to a technical school it can be 
brought to your doorby the postman. Ourstudents 
study under the direction of the same teachers 
who have charge of the laboratories and classes of 
Armour Institute of Technology, thus bringing for 
the first time to engineering corresponde nee stu- 
dents the standards and thoroughness of resident 
schoolinstruction. Students desiring to continue their 
studies and take a degree in residence will be given 
proper credit by Armour Institute of Technology. 

You are no different from the thousands of others 
who have succeeded by this means, and you can, 
if you w//. If you wi//, you will write to-day for 
full information regarding the course needed to fit 
you for a position in the course marked “X.””) This 
costs you nothing; neither will it bring an agent to 
annoy you for alltime tocome, Weemploy no agents. 
All money paid by the student is used in instructing 
the student. 

Tuition fees are moderate—from $10 up—and 
may be paid in small monthly payments. 


COUPON—CUT OUT AND MAIL TO-DAY 


Please send me opens 2 handbook. lam interested 
in the course marke« 
Mechanical Drawing 
Electrical Engineering 
Central Station Work 
Electric Lightning 














MAIN BUILDING, 











Municipal Engineering 
Railroad Engineering 
Surveying 
Hydraulics 








Electric Railways Structural Drafting 
relephohe Practice Complete Architecture 
Mechanical Engineering Ar woe tural Engineering 
Telegraphy Contractors’ and Thuile lers 
Sheet Metal Pattern Drafting Course 
Machine-Shop Practice Cotton Course 
Heating, Ventilation and Woolen and Worsted Goods 
Plumbing Course 
Stationary Engineering Knit Goods Course 
College Preparatory ( rse 
fitting for entrame to ¢ 
Structural Enyineeriny: yineering sche 
Name \ 


Address 


Occupation 
Ainslee’s Mag—(Oct 








American School of Correspondence, 


at 
ARMOUR INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY, 
CHICAGO, ILL., U. S. A. 
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“Twentieth Century” Graphophone | 


a 16 Times Louder 
: I~ than all other 
Talking Machines 








WONDERFUL !! 


a Poe | ey EPOCH 
SENSATIONAL! illite | 


wi i MAKING!! 
Style Premier, $100.00 
THE MOST MARVELOUS TALKING 
MACHINE EVER CONSTRUCTED 
OUR GUARANTEE: 

“It reproduces the Human Voice with all the Volume of the Original.” 
ABSOLUTELY NEW PRINCIPLES. THE LATEST INVENTION. 
PATENTED IN ALL CIVILIZED COUNTRIES. 

Reproduces Columbia and all other Cylinder Records. 


New! Twentieth Century Cylinder Records HALF FOOT LONG. 


SPLENDID FOR DANCING PARTIES. A PERFECT SUBSTITUTE 
FOR THE ORCHESTRA. 
ASTONISHING RESULTS. MUST 
BE HEARD TO BE APPRECIATED. 








For Sale by Dealers Everywhere and at all the Stores of the . < 
COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH “ 
5° 
B S) 
COMPANY, Geal Sos 

Creators of the Talking Machine Industry* < > a . 

Owners of the Fundamental Patents. [Tf . 3s 

Largest Manufacturers in the World. oS re 

Grand Prix, Paris 1900. i —_ St 

Double Grand Prize, St. Louis 1904. - af oe 

Cut out Coupon and mail to-day SF .. 

for a free demonstration. Fs se v 
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It’s 


FREE 


Write us 
now while 
you think 








of it. 


The most com- 
plete and practi-¥ 






$25.00 or more to} 


home lovers. Elegant new edi- 


tion. Excels the 950,000 
copies of previous editions. 


Write at once for above book ‘The Proper Treatment for 
Floors, Woodwork and Furniture,” and learn how easily ar 
inexpensively you can beautify your home. Tells all about 
wood-finishing—how to make pine look like finest hardwood 
—how to produce all the latest tnishes and the cost. Sent 
FREE by manufacturers of 


Johnson’s 
Prepared Wax 


“A Complete Finish and Polish for All Wood.” 


For Floors, Furniture and Woodwork 


Produces a lasting, artistic polish to which dirt and dust 
will not adhere, It will not crack, blister, peel off, or show 
laps. Heel marks and scratches will not show. Because Jobn- 
son's Prepared Wax contains more polishing wax to the pou: d 
than any other, it covers the most surface and produces the 
best, most lasting. sanitary finish and polish with the least 
effort. Fine for preserving and polishing oil-cloth and lino- 
leum. Try fr. 

Johnson's Prepared Wax is sold by all dealers In paint 
¥ Ib. can, 30 cents; Land 2 Ib. cans, 60 cents per pound; 4,5 and 
8 1b. cans, 50 cents per pound. 

Write today for book,and mention edition A10. 


S.C. JOHNSON & SON, Racine, Wis. 


“The Wood-Finishing Authorities’’ 





















M 
The secret of a healthy and beautiful skin and a perfect com- 
plexion, Its periume is unequaled and its transparency is a 
sign of its purity. Send 15c in stamps (or full size samplecake. 
.. FERD. MULHENS, Cologne 0/ R, German 
MULHENS & KROPFF, 298 Broadway, New Work ‘ 














$ are the three you find in a Z//CAS Carriage, 
a very trinity of perfection, and yet it needs 
a fourth to be fully appreciated. The fourth 
is Price. F 
While by adding feature after feature, we 
have been able coustantly to raise the stand- 
ard for the first-class Carriage, we have : 
' , striven with equal determination to keep 
ae of Johnson S . the price a, The result is that LUCAS 
p Polishing Mitt value is in a class by itself. 
j . For Use On : 
Furniture and Woodwork = $ L FRED lH. 
for label from 1 lb. or larger can of | ¢ 
Johnson's Prepared Wax. : CARRIAGE CO. : 
To remove label place can in hot ¢ > 
water or steam, \¢ 128-132 Summer Street, Boston 4 


GOOD THINGS ALWAYS 
GO IN THREES 





SAFETY, COMFORT AND STYLE 3 
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THIS RICH CAULDON DINNER SET OF 100 PIECES 
At $193.45. White and gold, deep encrusted acid etched gold border, gold edge and shoulder line; 
handles gold traced in sunray effect, suitable for monogram or other individual decoration. We main- 
tain our own decorating plant and invite correspondence regarding this special class of work. 
Everything in China and Cut Glass at One-fourth Less than Elsewhere. 


Write for latest catalogue, fully illustrating our entire line. Sent postage paid if you ask for Cat. T. 


WEST 2ist and WEST 22nd STREETS, 
Near Sixth Avenue, New York. 

























1 TWO GRAND PRIZES 
r TWO GOLD MEDALS 
St. Louis Exposition, 1904. 


A PERFECT LITTLE GEM. 
Circulation over 850,000 copies 
every month. 

























All the latest Fashion News and Fads, 


\ tely reliable, stylish and easy beautiful Colored Plates and Half 
to ume All seams allowed and seam- tones, Household Hints, Home Liter 
wr Established 35 years, ature, Fiction, ete t illustrates 






some reliable dealer in near- 


y city and town, or by mail. Lo 


al attention given to mail or- ws 
ders. Orders filled the day received. 7 
Send 2c. stamp for free catalogue ; 


sale Ds 
g over 600 designs. Address - 


| THE McCALL COMPANY ~ 


monthly the celebrated McCALI 
PATTERNS. More subscribersthan 
any other magazine in the United 
States. Send soc. and get it every 
month for a year,or §c. for latest copy 
lady Agents Wanted. Address 


113-115-117 WEST 3ist STREET 


1 
(Designers and Makers of Fashions) NEW YORK CITY 
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i SJ Express Prepaid From Distiller Direct toYou i 


| D —<———_ Medicinal Properties 


The Purity, Maturity, Mellow, Deli- 
cious Taste, and the Agreeable Flavor of 
FULTON Whiskey secured for it the indorse- 
ment of physicians; placed it in the wards 
of Municipal and Government Hospitals, to 
whom we refer you, and on the sideboards of 
select clubs, and in the medicine chests 
thousands of families. 


Our Offer to You 


We ship, all express charges prepaid, 


Two Gallons for $5-°° 


of Pure FULTON Rye or Bourbon or one gale 

lon each, in Myers’ Patent glass demijohns, 

poet : in a plain box, and to -_ FULTON 
best Whiskey, you need 


send no mone 


We ship on 30 days’ credit if you will have your mer- 
chant or bank guarantee the account. 

Pure FULTON Rye or Bourbon is shipped in plain 
aie, boxes, express charges prepaid, either 4 fu it quart bot- 
tles for $3.00; 8 for $6.00, or 12 for $9.00. 

This offer is made to prove FULTON is Kentucky’s 

\\ Great Whiskey, (acknowledged the best), and place 

it in your household before you make any outlay. 

\ #REE—Four miniature bottles of Selected Re- 
———————=y_ serve Stock Fulton gratis with either 2 gallons 

J) in Demijohns in demij ohns or 8 quart bottle orders accompanied 

with cash ; larger orders same ratio, 




















Full Quart 
Bottles: 


4 for 3. 
8 for 6. 
12 tor $9. 


Plain Boxes 































Gallons If not satisfied with goods, return, and if paid for 
all your money will be refunded by first mail. 
for A book, “‘A Fair Customer,” Mailed Free, tells of our product, 










Address ut U.S. Reg. Distillery No. 22, 6th Dist. Ky., and us. 
$5 :| Myers & Company 


In Plain Box Warehouse No. 303 COVINGTON, KY. 


Orders from Arizona, California, Colorado, Idaho, Montana, Nevada, New Mexico, Oregon, 
© tah, Washington and Wyoming. must call for either 20 full quart bottles, or G gallons ip 
demijohas, ora cask, for $15. by freight prepaid. Write for express terms, 
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Best Music | 


New, Popular Standard and Classical Cc 
Sheet Music. Full size, Best paper 
Handsome printing. Any of the 50¢ 


75¢ music named below sent anya oe 

10¢. Our large catalog contalna “eed a thousand others 
equally good for 10¢ per copy. out this ad. mark 
with an X pieces you wish, m.. “pe 10¢ and we will 
send by return mail. You will also receive Free Catalog. 


Scottish Belles—yew waits 

This Beautiful Composition is just out; introduces the | 

strains of the favorite Scotch melodies, Annie Laurie. | 

Bonnie Doon, Comin’ Thro’ The Rye, Blue Bells ot | 

Scotland, etc. Below are a few bars from it. Bear in 

mind that for 10¢ we will send you the complete pieces 
not a mere fragment. Title page in three colors. 
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Bas resirisetemsres: 


vv 
.. Scottish Belles........ (Instrumental)..Reg. Price .50 
..--Mocking Bird (variations va = f 
.... Old Black Joe pe o xs 50 
..-- Louisiana W altzes | ‘very fine). ** a = 50 
.-My Mother's Prayer ( Reverie) = Pin Ps -50 | 
Heart Memories, - ° bed 50 





Chicago Express March (fine) “ “ a 50 
3 ) arch (very popular). ” = 5D 


‘ss (National Air na on 50 
....Plantation Melodies (Southern “Airs) > a -50 
...Moonlight on the Lake (Grade 5 ba sg 50 

.. Down By The Old Garden Gate ( (Songs) Rex. Price .50 
....Grandmother’s Love Letters... on 50 
..--Promise That You'll Be True... = > ba 50 

--On The Old Virginia Shore. .... a = 50 

..My Home & Sweetheart down in Dixie = = aT) | 


If Tog. Should Wander From My Side “ - 50 | 
F To anyone buying one or more of the above 
ree pieces, who will send in addition the names 
and addresses of six persons who play or sing and would 
be intereste d in our catalogue, we will send an addi- 
tional piece without c harge. Names of music og hers 
are particularly requested. Write nomes plain 


McKinley MusicCo.' AE vabash As. Chleano 


Please send me your free catalogue, also pieces marked 
X in thisad. (Enclose 10¢ for each piece wanted 


Name ga aeegeheeee ; 
DOB. 0 coscccccsset ccescssecccscvce 00 BRBRD. ..cccccccccccece eee | 


ame ire Motion Pictures 


NO sag target NECESSARY as our 
struction Book ‘‘Business Guide" tells AT 
1) We furnish Seotee Outfits with Big Adver- 
tising Posters,etc. Humorous dramas brimful 
of fun, travel, history, religion, temperance 
work and songs illustrated. One man can doit 
Astonishing Opportunity in any locality for 
a man with a little money to show in churches, 
school houses, lodge halls, theatres, etc. 
Profits $10 to over $100 per night. Others 
do it, why not you? It's easy; write to us This simp’ 
and we'll tell youhow. Catalogue free. 





The Dolceola is played like a piano and is equivalent 
in tone to two guitars and two mandolins played together. 
It is extremely simple and any novice, after a week's 
practice, can ply any tune that he can whistle or sing. 
icity makes the Dolceola particularly at- 
tractive for children’s use as a stepping stone to the 


AMUSEMENT SUPPLY €0., 463 Chemical Bank Bidg., CHICAGO. piano. Can you afford to let your children ruin an 





expensive piano when they can learn music much 
easier on the Dolceola ? 

The Dolceola, like a guitar or mandolin, can easily 
be carried from place to place. Size 18 x 24 inches. 
Weight in carrying case 25 lbs. Price, complete from 
your dealer or from us, charges prepaid, if your 

| dealer does not handle, $25.00. Finished musicians 

and music lovers endorse the Dolceola and 

| you should write for our handsomely illustrated 
book, which explains in detail all points of ad- 

} vantage of this wonderful new musical instru- 

| ment. Send us your name and we will tell you 

| where you can hear it played. 








These Pictures Will Beautify Your Room or “Den” § | 
We will send our choice selection packag 

“Calm Upon the Waters,”’ “The Debutante, 

Apple Tree,” “Faith, Hope and Charity,” e 

Me,”’ “Awakening” and Six Other beautiful fac-similes 

from original paintings for..... — 
Sizes up to 12x20 inches. Set of 19 sent p prepaid on receipt of price. 


CROOM 2 CO., Dept. 20, 711 Journal Bldg., CHICAGO | 
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JOIN US AND MAKE. 
$3007°$500 A MONTH 


NO BUSINESS, TRADE OR PROFESSION REAL ESTATE WANTED. 
OFFERS BETTER OPPORTUNITIES 


We ‘e sell your property. no matter where 
i without capital. Practical co- located. ye have over 5 active, competent, 
See, ee pce I pe to profits never / specially trained, expert real ieee beg = 
before dreamed of. I founded the first co-operative . ca oonee 5 worries. one — ntly oa ° 
realty company and originated the method of teaching vert . ng — searc a. a — ive 
the real estate, general brokerage and insurance pure om BR ee o ae ; 
qusiness thoroughly by mail. I have had life- quic aa sale or a: ceed, 
long successful experience in this and particu ‘nye a - d biked) Gen 
have helped hundreds of inexperienced men a. k Regge ty ° i aie 
to immediate and permanent success. f perative ealty Co., < 


Bldg., Chicago, 
I WILL TEACH YOU BY MAIL; PROPERTY FOR SALE, 
int Special Representative of my all kinds and descriptions, all prices 
Company. the largest and strongest in the and terms, in all parts of the 
country; furnish you large list of choice, American Continent. Special 
salable "properties and investments; in farms, homes (and 
business for yourself; opportunities. No 
customers; afford you what you want, or where you want 
advice and co-operaticn j it, write ue at once, Address 
powerful organization and assist JOHN BAUDER, Vice-President, 
to earn a@ sarge, steady income. This National Co-Operative Realty Co., 
is your opportunity to become your own 43% Atheneum Bldg., Chicago. 
master and achieve on, co ag yt LEGITIMATE 
tune in an honorable, pleasan usiness 0} - 
your own. Write for Free poesia and full aie eum tame ee ‘ 
° 288 " of ever' 4 aC : 
a oS i nanced. Gilt-Edged Bond Issues pur- 
Epwin R. MARDEN, Pres’t chased outright or sold on commis- 
»\ sion. Address OD. T. 
NATIONAL CO-OPERATIVE REALTY CO. ) Sec., Nat'l, Co-Operative | 
433 ATHENAEUM BLDG., CHICAGO ~ 433 Athene#um Bidg., Chicago, 





} ot Bi 
y Three a ; 
Distinct 
Models 


$3OO—A two passenger 16 H. P., 2 cylin- 
der (5x5) Runabout. 

$1250—A > passenger 20 H.P., 2 cylin- 
der (54%xs)'louring Car. See illustration. 

$S$2O00O0—A 24- H.P.Touring Car,4 cylin- 
der vertical engine, sliding gear trans- 
mission and fewer moving parts than 
any 4 cylinder car made. 
Write us for catalogue and proof of what 

Wayne Cars have done and can do. 


Wayne Automobile Co. 
Detroit, Mich, 





MADE from the best New Orleans sugar 

cane molasses, fresh clover honey and 
pure, specially blended chocolate—so rich 
in flavor, so delightful in aroma, so de- 
licious to the taste you always want more. 


Jamous ¢ 


TAYLOR BROS. Co. 
24 Taylor Building Battle Creek, Mich. 
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Our catalog will show you exactly how to plan a library, so that from its foundation 
until its completion, it will possess the beauty of symmetrical proportions and always 
reflect good taste and refinement. 

It also explains certain technical points of construction, the different styles of finish, and 
other exclusive features that materially influence careful buyers to select the Globe-Wernicke 
“Elastic” Bookcase —the only one equipped with a non-binding door equalizer. 

Name of authorized agent in your city mailed on request for catalog. Where not represented 
we ship on approval, freight paid. Uniform prices everywhere. Write for catalog 104 J. 
BRANCHES: dhe Globe“Wernicke Co...Cincinnati AGENCIES 


New York, In about one 
Chicago, Boston thousand cities 
































By Me Brooks System 


IF you cajhdrive a nail and cut out a piece 

of materialrom a full-sized pattern—you 
can /build /@\canoe—row-boat—sail-boat—or 
launch—in; youk leisure time—at home, and 
the pbuilding will be\\a source of profit and 
pleasure.. .. \y \ \ 

All you seed is ‘the parol pophee from $2.50 up, and mater- 
ials. from $9.00 up. The fools tr¢\common in every household. Pat- 
terng of over 40 styles and/sizes—3 jengths from 12 to 55 feer 

The Brooks System consists ‘a pexact-size printed paper patteros 
of every part of the boat—with detailed instructions and working illus- 
trations showing each step of the work—an itemized bill of material 
tequired and how to secure it | 





\ 


JAP-A-LAC | 
Picture Frames, Lamps, Plate Racks, And- 
small cost. A 15c. can (at all paint dealers) 
colors, and instructive booklet describing 


APPLIED TO 
| 
irons, etc., produces the new and popular 
| contains sufficient to cover many articles. 
the many uses for JAP-A-LAC. 





| 























DEAD BLACK 
black wroughtiron finish, Beautiful effect at | 
Write today for color card, showing 13 

















[Over 1x thousand amateurs successfully, built boats by 
the Brooks System last year. Fifty per cent) of them have 
built their second boat. Many |have established \themselves in 


' ‘ \ 
the boat-manufacturing business. 





If your dealer does 
not keep Jap-a-Lac, 
send us his name 
and J0c. to cover 
cost of mailing, and 
we Will send a Free 
Sample (quarter- 
pint can) to any 
point in the United 
States. 


i Catalogue and abticulats/ free. For 25 cents) 100-page 
catalogue containing valuable information for the amateur yachts- 
ah NP aE We te \° 
jan. showing several working aBietfations of each boat) and a 
Fall set for-one ‘boat. .* Pall line id ; k-d. pleted 


| boats.’ When’ so. rdered, patterns 


n and 


















expressed, charges ore- 











m of Boat B 


City, Mich.U 
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AODRESS DEPT JA 
949 WILLIAMSON FLOC 


CLEVELAND, OHIO 
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THE BANK THAT PAYS 


i 


The possessor of small savings is con- 
fronted by a difficult problem— 

First—He 
secure 

Second—To so invest them that he will 
receive a reasonable return— 


wants to make his savings 








Third—To place them in such a way 
that he will be able to draw upon them 
should occasion require— 

Investment schemes that promise large 
dividends are hazardous for the reason that 
they involve the safety of the principal and 
the small investor must beware of large 
profits. The higher the promised profit, 
beyond a certain point, the greater the rea- 
son for suspicion— 

The Peoples Bank offers the 
most natural and plausible solution of the 
problem— 


Savings 


Savings deposited with it are absolutely 
safe—and earn 4 per cent. interest com- 
pounded twice a year— 

This is a higher interest than is realized 
from safe 
additional ad- 
vantage in the fact that money is always 
available on proper notice— 


You Can Bank by Mail. 


This Bank originated the banking by 
mail system, and has depositors in all parts 


Government bonds and_ other 


investments, and there is 





of the world. 
Accounts may be started with any 
amount from $1 up. Write to-day 
for Booklet “Y.” 

CAPITAL, $1,000,000 
SURPLUS, $1,000,000 
PEOPLES SAVINGS BANK 
FOURTH AVE. AND WOOD ST. 
PITTSBURGH, PA. 


~ 


qj) THE BANK THAT PAYS 


oO 








THOUSANDS NAKE 


35.000: 


-A YEAR- INTHE - 
REAL ESTATE BUSINESS 


No other business produces the profits that 
every year in the Real Estate Business. 

We want to teach you the Best Business on earth 
and its principles and practices both thoroughly and techni 
cally in a few weeks’ time without interfering with your pres- 
ent employment 

We want toteach you the Real Estate, Gen- 
eral Brokerage, and Insurance Business, 

ou can make more money in the Real Estate Business 
without capital, in less time than you can in any other busi 
ness in the world It is a profession and the business of a 
gentleman 

Notice for yourself in the newspapers and magazines the 
tremendous growth of the real estate business 






are made 


railroads sell 















ing land grants; the government opening new homestead 
territories; timber concessions being sold; factories going up 
in small towns; new subdivisions, etc 


In order to establish our graduates in business at once, we 
furnish them our ‘‘Real Estate Journal’ containing descrip 
tions of all kinds of real estate, business opportunities, in- 
vestments, etc., in all parts of the United States and Canada 
We list their properties; help them secure customers; cx 
operate with and assist them toa quick success. We appoint 
them members of one of the largest co-operative brokerage 
companies in America 

Don't spend the best days of your life working for others 
when you can make an independent fortune for yourself. We 
assist in establishing you in business or to profitable employ 
ment. Hundreds indorse our institution 

Write for free booklet, It will interest you 


H. W. Cross & Co., 102 Tacoma Bldg., Chicago 








Good 6% First Mortgage 
(U. S.) RICE CANAL BONDS 


At par and interest (denominations of $500 and 
$1,000), with substantial stock bonus. Desirable 
for investors requiring safety of principle with 
regular interest income and participating stock 
ownership, prospectively better than Reading 
securities a decade ago on similar natural mon- 
opoly basis having perpetual increment of values. 
Corporation now earning interest and operating 
expenses, and stock will earn continuously 15% 
dividends upwards when whole system is com- 
pleted and operated, besides providing sinking 
fund to meet principal of bonds at maturity in 
ig1z. A choice security for careful investors. 
For information, prospectus or bonds, apply to 


NORTHRUP & CO0., 280 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


Were FOR Six 


FREE MONTHS 


THE MINING HERALD. Leading mining and financial 
paper, giving valuable information on mining and oil in- 
dustries, principal companies, best dividend paying stocks, 
and showing how immense profits may be made 
on absolutely safe investments. Write for it to-day. 
A. L. WISNER & CO., 32 Broadway, New York. 
mc} If you are interested in any kind of investment, Oil, Min 

ing, Plantation, Industrial, Lands, Stocks, Bonds, Mort 

gages, etc., send us your name and address and we will 
send you The Investor's Review for three months free of charge 
journal of advice for investors. Gives latest and most reliable infor 
Mation concerning new enterprises Knowledge is power. Great 
opportunities Cbme and go. Great fakes likewise 


Get posted before 
investing, Write to-day. 


INVESTOR'S REVIEW, 1347 Gaff Bidg., CHICAGO, ILL. 
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TERMS $12. CASH. $6. PER MONTH ~ = 
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FIRST WATER =d S 
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4% CARAT QUALITY—A-& 
72.50 


OTHER GRADES OF SAME 
SIZE AS LOW AS $50.00 


a = 


afford to pay cash. Ask them “why” and 
they will tell you that gradually paying for 
an article makes the cost seem as nothing. 
Of course, everybody must know that there is a 
difference between credit prices and lowest pre- 
vailing cash prices—but with us the difference is 
hardly worth mentioning. It’s a mere fraction. 
We will send you on approval, express prepaid, 
a half carat diamond with mounting like illustration, 
or any standard 14-kt. solid gold mounting. If ring 
is as represented, pay express agent $12.00. Balance 
monthly. If you'd like to have goods sent by regis- 
tered mail, send first payment with order. Your 
reputation for honesty is our security. 
Catalog No. G46 shows a wealth of diamond rings 
ranging in price from $12.50 to $743. If inter- 
ested in Watches, ask for Special Catalog. Both free. 


MONGST our customers are many who buy 
on credit by choice — not because they can’t 


Herbert [(.JoSeoh festive 


213 (G46) STATE STREET, CHICAGO 
Established 1882 Responsibility, $250,000.00 
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IF YOU ARE NOT PARTICULAR 


about what kind of cigarettes you smoke, our 
method of doing business will not interest you. 
But, if you appreciate a cigarette of TONE, 
QUALITY and INDIVIDUALITY, you will 
be glad to know about our MADE TO ORDER 
cigarette business. Our BOOKLET, which is 
FREE, tells all about it. Sam- 
ples (UNMARKED) 


twenty-five cents. 


Special offer: 100 GOOD 
Turkish or Egyptian Cigar- 
ettes, marked with your initials, 
name or monogram, packed 
attractively for $2.00. 


PINKUS 
BROTHERS 
Dept. 12 
56 New Street 
NEW YORK 
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WRITE 
TO-DAY 
FOR THIS 
FREE BOOK 


If you are a man or a woman who is saving 
or who can save $10 or more a month from 
your income (and every person can do that) you 
should not fail to read my free book entitled 


“How Money Grows” 


My book is not an advertisement of any 
investment but contains information, sugges- 
tions and advice concerning investments in 
general, that should be in the hands of every 
person before they invest a dollar. 

Here are some of the 
things it tells: 


How to safely invest 
small sums. 


How to tell a good in- 
vestment. 


How you can convert 
$100 into $358.83. 


How to choose between 
real estate and stocks. 


How savings banks make 
their money. 


How to choose your 
partners. 


How to guard against un- 
certain ‘‘ prospects.”’ 


I will send my book free to any address, I 
want to place a copy in the hands of every 
man and woman in América. I want it to be 
the most widely circulated book that has ever 
been published. 

You will find it a veritable guide-book to 
safe and profitable investments of all kinds. 

You will not obligate yourself in any way 
by asking for this book. It is absolutely free 
and I merely want you to read it. 

Even though you have never invested a 
dollar and have no intention of doing so at 
present, you surely will want to invest your 
money some day and will want to read my book, 

Sit right down and write 
me a postal, saying ‘‘send 
‘How Money Grows.’”’ I 
will send you the book by 
return mail. 


W. M. OSTRANDER 


(INCOR PORATED) 
107 North American Bldg. 
PHILADELPHIA 
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- PUREST 
PRODUCT 
A FULL QuaRTs $3.00 


EXPRESS PREPAID 
COL. C. L. APPLEGATE 


OF LOUISVILLE, KENTUCKY’S HONEST DISTILLER, 
IS ANXIOUS TO SEND YOU 


E scglilS ILLUSTRATED 40-PAGE COPYRIGHTED BOOK \' 
FREE “ait asout The MAKING OF WHISKEY” 

Iam Col. C. L. Applegate, Vice-President of the Vogt-Apple- KENTUCKY'S HONEST 
gate Co., Louisville, Ky. We are owners of Registered Distillery DISTILLER. 
No. 7, at Yelvington, Daviess Co., Ky. 

I want you to have a copy of this book, It not only tells you 
about my whiskey, but about all other whiskey that is on the market to- 
day. It tells the process of manufacture from A to Z. It tells how to ; 
detect good and bad whiskey, both by taste and smell, and how to detect adulterations. It is the 
first book of the kind ever written to protect the public, and I send it FREE. 

I know from actual experience and comparison that ‘‘Old Beechwood” is the best whiskey on 
the American market; and, though I only ask $3.00 for four full quarts of it, yet, if I wanted to 
make a whiskey to sell at three times the price, I, or no one else could make a better, purer or more 
pleasant whiskey. You may be able to get something that is called whiskey at less than I ask, but 
it won't come from Kentucky and it won't be ‘‘Old Beechwood." You want the best that can be 
made, regardless of the difference of a few cents; and in my ‘‘Old Beechwood,"’ sent prepaid, I offer 
the best that is made—not only the equal, mind you, but THE SUPERIOR of any that is made. 
LET ME HEAR FROM YOu TODAY ~Send me your name and address today, whether 
— you order today or not; and as soon as I receive 
your letter or postal, I will forward the book above described and my offer of an extra bottle of ‘‘Old 
Beechwood"’ absolutely free. This free bottle will be with my compliments to convince you that 
*‘Old Beechwood” is the Purest and most Palatable whiskey that Man and Nature can distill. 
Address me as follows: « 


£-PR a 
©.;L. APPLEGATE, Mes-™ renee eer 
MY RELIABILITY As many readers of this announcement will no doubt want 
to order Four Full Quarts “Old Beechwood” immediately, 
I want to assure them that they can safely entrust me with their $3.00 (which I 
will return if you are dissatisfied), and I therefore from the start refer you to 
Fidelity Trust and Safety Vault Co., United States Trust Co., German Insurance 
Bank, all of Louisville, or any citizen, banker or merchant in the State of Ken- 
tucky. This shipment will be prepaid by me, in a plain box with no marks to 
indicate contents, and I will include an extra BOTTLE OF WHISKEY FREE, 
as well as the book. 

Orders for Ariz., Cal., Col., Idaho, Mont., Nev., N. Mex., Ore., Utah, 


Wash. or Wyo., must be on the basis of 4 Quarts for $4.00 by Express 
Prepaid or 20 Quarts for $15.00, by Freight Prepaid. 
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For Sixty-two Years we have been engaged in 
the Importation and Sale of Diamonds 


Our admirable facilities for Importing large quan- 
tities of gems in the rough (hence avoiding heavy 
duties), and cutting and polishing them here, places 
us in a position to retail Diamonds at far lower 
prices than the reguler retailer whose prices in- 
clude both customs’ charges and importers’ profits 





LOOK FOR NAME IN STRAP f 






Our busisess extends to every state of the Union, 
and we hgve thousands of patrons, who, having 
found our prices and values unequaled, have be- 
come steady customers. We sell all goods on the 
most liberal terms. 


20% Down and [0% Per Month 


All transactions are confidential, and with 
every purchase we give a certificate, guarantee- 
ing quality, value and the privilege of exchange. 

We are the OLDEST HOUSE IN THE TRADE. 

ESTABLISHED 1843. Send for new catalogue 

edition 17 


J. M. LYON @ CO. 


65-67-69 Nassau St. NEW YORK 
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Patent Colt, with Dull 
Matt Top, Blucher Lace. 
One of our new styles. 
Medium Rounding Toe. 





BUY FURS «: MAKER 


Furs made by Albrecht, St. Paui, 
are right in material, workmanship, 
style and price. They also carry 
with them, Albrecht’s 50 years ex- 
perience in Furs exclusiveiy and a 
guarantee of quaiity equal to the 
mark “sterling” on silver. Send for 
our catafogue. It is the world’s au- 
thority on fur fashions. It contains 
1ooillustrations,describesand gives 
prices of every thing in furs. Costs 
us 50¢c., yours for 4 cents in stamps. 
Box 31P. 20 E. 7TH ST. 
E. ALBRECHT & $0 > ST. PAUL, MINN. 


America’s Great Fur Shop | 


M @ M PORTABLE HOUSES 


Summer Cottages 
utomobile Houses Be 
Children’s Play Houses 
Hunters’ Cabins : ‘ 
Photograph Galleries, Etc. 
Made by automatic machinery where the wood grows, 
etter built and be:ter looking than you can have 
tructed at home and at much les « 
water tight Artistic in design 





Style and workmanship appeal to the ° 
man of discriminating judgment. The 
good opinion formed by first acquain- 
tance is confirmed by the soundest test 
that can be applied to footwear —the 
test of wear. 

Style Book shows “a fit for every 

foot." tor it. 


Most styles sell for $5.00 


Florsheim & Company 


CHICAGO, U.S. A. 

















and 
ynstructed on the 





Unit System. (Panels inter hangeat le.) 
ises Shipped c mplete in every detail. Can be 
erected and ready for occupancy from 6 to 24 hours after 
arrival at destination, according to size of house 
NO NAILS NO STRIKES 
NO CARPENTERS NO WORRY 
Everything fits. Anyone can erect them 








1 
we will give you a delivere at oF 
MERSHON & .EY COMPANY 
200 Broadway SAGINAW, MICH. 
When writing to advertisers picase mention Ainslee’s 
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Learn Dressmaking 
AT HOME BY MAIL 


You can quickly learn to Design, Draft, Cut, Fit, Make and Trim any garment, from 
the plainest shirt-waist to the finest costume. "We teach you to Cut and Pit by 
Measure. Nothing more than a tape-line, yard-stick and scissors required. If you are 
now-a dressmaker or a seamstress, take a course in our school and increase your 
presentincome. Follow our instructions and fill Good Positions at $15.00 to $50.00 
aoe Week, or conduct a first-class business of your own. If you do not wish to do 

ing, the cost is so small that you can well afford to take the course 
if only to mane Your Own Clothes better and cheaper. It isthe Best, Cheapest, Easiest 
Chief Instructor and Quickest system to learn, and IT CAN BE READILY TAUGHT BY 


NO PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE NECESSARY 
Established in 1902. Thousands of satisfied students all over the United States. Write to-day for testimonials and large catalogue and terms FREE, 


COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, 368 Globe Block, DES MOINES, IOWA, U. S. A. 








































Learn the Truth 


© you know that the main cause of unhappiness, ill-health, sickly children and divorce 
is begs by physicians and shown by court records to be ignorance of the laws of self and sex. 


SEXOLO GY uiseccc 


Contains the following in one volume— 
a Young Man Should Have. a Young Woman Should Have. 


a Young Husband Should ‘Have. a Young Wife Should Have. 
Knowledge { a Father Should Have. Knowledge a Mother Should Have. 


a Father Should Impart to His Son. a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter. 
Medical Knowledge a Husband and Wife Should Have. 


By WILLIAM H. WALLING, A. M., M. D. 
Price, postpaid, $2.00 Table of contents mailed free 


PURITAN PUB. CO., Dept. 85, PHILADELPHIA, PA. 




















For Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been 
skillfully and successfully administered by 
medical specialists for the past 25 years 


AT THE FOLLOWING KEELEY INSTITUTES: 








Birmingham, Ala. w pemionsen. D. Cc. Lexington, Mass. w — Plains, N. Y. Harrisburg, Pa. 

Hot Springs, Ark. 211 N. Capitol St. Portl Me oO. Pittsburg, Pa. 

San Francisco, Cal. Dwight, ay St Louls, Mo. at. 1087 N. Dennison Ave. | 4246 Fifth Ave. 
1190 Market Su. Plainfield, Ind. North Conway, N. H. Philadelphia, Pa. Providence, R. I. 

West Haven, Conn. Des Moines, Ia. Buffalo, N.Y. S12 N. Broad St. Salt Lake City, Utah 





PRENTISS CLOCKS 


run 60 days ona single winding and keep perfect time 





















SUPERFLUOUS HAIR 


removed by the new principle De Miracle. Don't waste time experi lhe Calendar is complete in itself and may be placed 
menting with electrolysis, X-ray and depilatories. These are offered just below the dial or beside it if preferred. A most 
you on the BARE WORD of the operators and manufacturers. De up-to-date timepiece. We also make Frying-pan, 
Miracle is not. It is the only method which is indorsed by physicians, 


Metal Tile, Magic Electrir, Mantel, Program, Synchro- 
nized and Watchman’'s Clocis, 
SEND FOR CATALOGUE No. 175. 
The PRENTISS CLOCK IMPROVEMENT CO, 
Dept. 17, 49 Dey St., N. Y. City 


ae Sant jlogists, medical journals and prominent magazines. 
De MI CLE mailed, sealed in plain wrapper, for $1.00. 
Booklet oo fa plain sealed envelo 


a 
De MIRACLE CHEMICAL Co., 1910 Park Ave., N.Y. - 
P ani 1S WAL UT JUICE stains gray, bleached, faded and patchy hair or beard a 
M rSe  @] ER N beautiful modest brown, so natural in appearance that 
even experts cannot detect it. The shade may be made lighter or darker to suit each individuality. Does not color scalp or 
anything but hair. Does not rub or wash off. Does not make hair conspicuous. Best remedy for Bleached Hair. Easy to 
use. Enough to last one year for $1.00, at drug stores or by mail, prepaid, in plain sealed wrapper. Money refund- 
ed without argument if not satisfactory. Trial 24c., enough for thorough test MRS. POTTER’S HYGIENIC DEPOT, 
7 Groton Bidg., ” CINCINNATI, ONO, 






















When writing to advertisers please mention Ainslee’s 








AINSLEE'S 


Plush Pillow 
Top Free— 


Send us your name at once, with 25¢c. to pay cost of 
shipping, ete., and we will send you this beautiful, 
exenuine Plush Pillow Top, printed with artist's 
sketch of Julia Marlowe, Maxine Elliot or Joseph 
Jefferson, ready for 
burning. Choice of 
old gold, tan or 


















light green 
plush. Size, The newest 
17x17inches. 


idea in 
Pillow 


Same burned, 
$1.50, Only 
one free 
Top to 
one ad- 
dress. 






~\ 


= 


[y 
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Our $2.50 


Special Offer ,0,525°, $1.65 
For Burning on plush, wood, leather, ete. 


Includes fine Platinum Point, Cork Handle, Rubber Tubing, 
Double-action Bulb, Metal Union Cork, Bottle, Alcohol Lamp, 
Two pieces Stamped Practice Wood and full directions, all in 
neat leatherette box. Ask your dealer—or we will send it C, 
O.vd. If be like it when you get it, then pay our special 
pice, Whencash accompanies order we include, free, our 
8t-page Pelican Instruction Handbook (price 25c.), the most 
complete pyrography handbook published. 

Write today for 72 page catalogue, No, A55, in colors, and 
24-page supplement No, A656, FREE, Illustrates 1500 Gibson 

ADB and other designs stamped on articles of plush, 
wood and leather; also contains fullline of Pyro- 
graphy outfits and supplies, at lowest prices, 


THAYER & CHANDLER 
AK 


160-164 W. Jackson Boulevard, Chicago 
“Largest Makers of Pyrography Goods in the World.” 











HAIR GOODS 
PERFECT FOR LADIES 
FITTING WIGS & GENTLEMEN, 
Stylish POMPADOURS, WAVY SWITCHES 
$3.00 Up. Complexion Beautifiers. 
Illustrated Catalog Free. 
E. BURNHAM, Dept. ll 
70 State Street, 








oars 





WB“ 
TS REZ 
1 Kt. 1 Sfr2Z Pricetieo. 








Diamonds » Open Account 


We will send ring like cut C. O. D. $30, subject 
to examination, to any merchant with good 
rating or to individuals holding responsible 
positions. Balance may be paid in 30 days, 34 
off; 60 days, 24 off or 90 days net. Higher or low- 
er-priced Diamonds on same proportionate 
terms. Our unique catalog, showing a wealth of 
Diamonds, Watches and Jewelry, will be sent 
free on request, 


R. CHESTER FROST & CO. 


215 (S218) STATE ST. 
ESTABLISHED 1881 CHICAGO 








Chicago | 
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ED.PINAUD'S 
3 Trial EAU_DE QUININE 10 c, 


REUME 
Bottles DENTIFRICE 


to pay cost of wiapping and siete 
sent prepaid. 


Take advantage of this offer and give 
ED. PINAUD’S preparations a thorough 
trial—you will more than get your money’s 
worth and will know by actual test the quality of 
the finest toilet articles produced in the world. 

ED. PINAUD’S Eau de Quinine 
Hair Tonic is at once a necessity ard a 
luxury. Cleanses the scalp—removes dan- 
druff, stimulates and beautifies the hair. 

ED. PINAUD’S Perfume is exquisite 
—is inimitable. Be sure to write today for 
free sample. 

ED. PINAUD’S Elixir Dentifrice 
cleanses, whitens and preserves the teeth, 
and leaves so refreshing a taste that you will 
find it indispensable. It contains only the 
purest and most beneficial ingredients. 

WRITE NOW—Enclose 10 cents for postage 


and packing and convince yourself of the 
superior merits of these preparations. 


ED. PINAUD’S AMERICAN OFFICES, 
Ed. Pinaud Building, Room 106, New York City 





GLOGAU’S 
ALCOHOL-GAS STOVE 


1. Express Paid. ™ 

Can do everything and more thana 
Indispensable 
sick-room, camping, 
curling or flat iron; for 
tourists, bo , light housekeep- 
ing, or wherever gas is not 
available or desirable. Va- 
porizes alcohol int 
Weighs but8 oz. 


yas stove does 
for nursery, 
shaving; 













, increasing 

Consumes but 
of alcohol an hour, Will boil quart of 
water ing minutes, Smokeless and odorless. Uses either wood 
or grain alcohol. Simple; cannot get out of order. Safe; will 
sustain weight of 100 Ibs. Extinguishes instantly (blows out like a 
Pra Non-explosive, Solid Spun Brass and NICKEL 
PLATED Sent anywhere, Express paid, $1 Beware of 
dangerous imitations. Genuine is stamped with OUR NA ME, 

Agents wanted, 


Clogau & Co., 306 Dickey Building, Chicago 


<a 
its efliciency 8 times. 


2 cents’ worth 
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RHEUMATISM: 


AINSLEE'S ADVERTISER 





ABSORBED 
FROM THE BLOOD 


The Capillaries now reached through the 
large foot pores and forced to yield down 
their acid impurities. New treatment dis- 
covered which is sent to anyone 


FREE TO TRY 


If you have rheumatism send us your name to- 
day. You will get by return mail a pair of Magic 
Foot Drafts, the celebrated discovery which is 
accomplishing such marvelous results in all the | 
rheumatic countries of the world. Try the Drafts 
thoroughly, then if you are fully satisfied with the 
benefits received, send us One Dollar. If not keep | 
your money. You are the sole judge. We can 
afford to make this offer only because the Drafts | 
do cure, and people are willing and glad to pay 
for them. 

Magic Foot Drafts are worn as shown and 
cure by reaching the ca- 
—- through the 
arge foot pores and ab- 
sorbing acid impurities 
directly from the blood, 

. without which purifica- 
tion rheumatism cannot be cured. Thousands all 
over the world are already rejoicing over their 
safe and inexpensive cure without medicine, and 
we have their grateful letters to show. Don’t you | 
want to try this treatment free? Write to-day to 
Magic Foot Draft Co., 1084 Oliver Bldg., Jackson, 
Mich. Our valuable book (in colors) on rheuma- 
tism comes free with the trial Drafts. Send no 
money—only your name and address. 





TRADE MARK LM Bret 














ITS CONSTITUTIONAL TREATMENT. 


Climates wear out. Smokes, Sprays, “Cures,” “*Remedies” and 
“Specifics’’ only relieve pxrapeoras, whereas our constitutional 
treatment removes all CAUSES of Asthma and Hay Fever from 
the blood and nervous system so that nothing can bring back at- 
tacks, not even cold, heat, dust, exertion, smoke, odors or exposure 
Our patients enjoy life without the slightest return of symptoms. 
Appetite improved, blood enriched, nerves strengthened, general 
health restored. If you are indifferent or skeptical it is because you 
do not know that since 1883 we have treated over 60, Asthma and 
Hay Fever sufferers. No Bape how wealthy or influential you 

















are, you will probably not g nplete relief and permanent free- 
dom except through our ahs d of treatment Doubt and deny 
this all you please, the facts remain unchanged. 





BOOK V, explaining our methods with reports 
of many interesth ases. Addr 


FRE 
P. HAROLD HAYES, Buffalo, N.Y. 




















This SEAT UL HAIR SWITCH FREE 
N EASY CONDITIONS. 

Sen 10 nly a lock of your hair, and we will 
mail a 2l4-oz., 22-in, snort stem fine human 
hair switch to match. If of extraordinary 
value, remit §1.s0in 10 days, or secure 3 or- 
1 ors for switches and get your own free. Extra 
hatesa eggs more, Sendsample for estimate. 
Enclose s« stage. Mrs. Ayer’s Hair 
Emporium, 632 ~-17 Quiney St. 

Chicago, Tl. 




















“AINSLEE’S is an interesting volume, bringing to- 
gether the work of a company of clever writers.—To- 
ledo Blade. 

“A half score of well-known names appear on the 
contents table of AINSLEE’S, and altogether make up 
a very readable and entertaining issue.'’"—Detroit Free 
Press. 


When »w p . dye 


The 
Cod Liver 
Preparation 
without 


Body Builder and Strength Creator 


For Old People, tities, 


Weak, Run-down Persons, and after Sickness 


The latest improvementon old-fashioned cod liveroil 
and emulsions. Deliciously palatable at all seasons. 


For sale at THE Leading Drug Store in Every Place, 
Exclusive Agency given to One Druggist in a Place 
CHESTER KENT & CO., Chemists, Boston, Mass, 





ESTABLISHED 1875. 


A RECORD OF 29 YEARS 


of successful treatment of the 


DRUG so LIQUOR HABITS 





THE DR. J. L. STEPHENS CO. 


Sanatorium at Lebanon, Ohio ne location, Large grounds. Easily 

reached by train and electric cars from Cincinnati. 30,000 cases cured, 

No restraint. Rates rensonable. Cure guaranteed. 

HOM If it is not convenient to take treatment 

at the Sanatorium, write us for our Home 

TREATMENT. Remedy that has cured thousands who 

could not come and who had failed elsewhere. Each individual case 

eomes under the direct personal supervision and care of our Physicians. 
Write for our boaklet of testimonials and tull information 


THE DR. J. L. STEPHENS CO, Dept. $ 5, Lebanon, Ohio 
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Hoy - 
1 SPRINGS, AKKA 


Brings the benefits of the HOT SPRINGS, 
ARKANSAS, right into your home. 
WITHOUT the trouble, time and expense. 
WITH the comfort, exclusiveness and 
pleasant environment of your own house. 


10 SULPHUR BATHS, $1.00. (402. Mailing Bottle, 50c.) 
‘ SULPHUME SOAP 


is a luxury when used for the toilet, bath 
or shaving. All soaps, 25c. the cake. 
All Sulphume Preparations are GUAR- 
ANTEED PurE and BENEFICIAL and should 
be on sale at first-class druggists. If not, 
we will furnish direct, express prepaid. 
The facsimile 2} st on every 
package of ALE, Of oen uine 
goods, 

Our booklet, ‘History of Sulphur and 
Its Benefits to Health’’ mailed free on ap- 
plication. 


Special Calendar Offer. 

We have secured the exclusive right to 
Paul de Longpre’s new Art Calendar for 
1906, containing six new, original, signed 
Violet designs, 11x15, which could not be 
purchased at retail for less than One Dol- 
This beautiful portfolio of Art will be 
mailed to each appli- 





lar. 





cant, postage  pre- 








paid, on receipt of 25c. 


SULPHUME CO., 
50 VESEY STREET, 
New York City. 



















Eczema, 
Barber's Itch 


and kindred diseases of the skin 
can only be cured by destroying 
and removing the germs that 
cause them, without injuring the 
surrounding tissues. Inthe treat- 
ment of skin diseases 


ydrozone 


which the only healing agent is 


in 
Nascent Oxygen (near to the condition 
of Ozone), has been indorsed and suc- 
cessfully used by the foremost physi- 


cians for over fourteen years. They 
have proven that its action is prompt 
and beneficial and that it may be ap- 
plied externally or taken internally 
with perfect safety. 


_Hydrozone issold by leading drug- 
gists everywhere. 

Preparations with similar names are 
concoctions containing only water, oil 
of vitriol, sulphurous acid and inert 
impurities. 

The label on every bottle of the 
genuine bears my signature : 





a 


Chemist and Graduate of the “Ecole Centrale des Arts e& 
Manufactures de Paris, France.” 


The attached coupon, properly filled out, 
will entitle you to a 


Free Trial Bottle 


containing sufficient Hydrozone 





















to convince you of its healing Coupon 
power. Mail coupon to & as only 
CHARLES MARCHAND, Nov. 5,05, 
57 Prince Street, 
New York City. Ss Write Leguoly. 
R q — © Name eveccecsesceseesereseseoreceess 
nied by coupon will 
be ignored. Only 
one free trial St. 
bottle to 
each City. State 
family 
Draggist .o--seeeseeveeesecereesenereressceeeeereeeseannessenananaam 
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Covlies Coun Collars 


The New Wing 


Nippon is a new Fall collar 
with decidedly good style. 
Note the slight droop of the 
wing following the lines 
now so popular in turn- 
down collars, such as Var- 
sity and Outing. 

Ask your furnisher for 
the Corliss Coon Wippon. 

If he does not happen to 

have this new collar he 

can get it for you from us. 

If you are not willingly sup- 
plied we will promptly fill 
your order direct from our 
factory on receipt of the price, 
2 for 25c, Quarter sizes. 


CORLISS, CO 





These collars are 
4 ply but Corliss Coon 
wings will take the laundry 
fold more times than most 
collars. They do not break 
so quickly at the ‘‘fatal spot” 
the finger points to, because 
one interlining is removed 
from the entire wing and both 
from the point where the illus- 
tration is shaded. 
Then too, the original style § 
is preserved through many laun- J 
derings because the wings fold 
naturally at the right place. 
Write for “Collar Kinks” the new 
book of styles and correct dress. 


93 L. Street, TROY, N. Y. 
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| amas 
YOU A NEW PAIR FREE) 


MEN’S SUITS TO ORDER IN SINGLE 10 
OR DOUBLE BREASTED STYLE FOR $ 

Tailored and Fitted Equal to Any $25.00 Suit 

Our 310.00 Made to Order Suits lead the fashion; they 
will give a years wear or your money back. 

Our Great Guarantee: 

If you find a single thread of cotton in the cloth we 
make our $10.00 suits from YOU may keep the suit, ex- 
tra trousers, extra vest and suit case. Besides we will 
return to you all money you paid us on suit. 

with every suit an extra pair of 8 Trousers: 

also an extra Fancy Vest and a Leather 

Handle Patent Gents or Ladies Suit Case. 

Write for Tree samples, measurement blank, tape 
and full particulars, 
Address F 134 THE 5th AVE. TAILORS, 
Fifth Avenue, Chicago. 
Refer to 100,000 satisfied customers, all banks and merchants. 
e@ are well known. 























““SIMPLICITY ”’” 


Davenport Sofa Bed 








A beautiful Davenport, changes instantly, 
easily, noiselessly into a comfortable double 
bed. Highest measure of style and service in 
convertible furniture. 

Made in many handsomestyles, Mission, Col- 
onial and Modern, Oak and Mahogany frames. 
Positively best construction. Moderate cost. 

Your dealer will put it in your home at our price. 
No trouble, saves you risk of damage in transit. 
| Free Style Book “13"’ and name of your local 

dealer sent on request. | 





JAMESTOWN LOUNGE COMPANY, 
Sole Manufacturers. JAMESTOWN, N. Y. 





When writing to advertisers please mention Ainslee’s, , 
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Is the only device ever 
invented that quickly 


DEVELOPS THE LEGS 


To Perfect Symmetrical Proportions 


without a long, tiresome course of exercise; it 
brings health, grace and beauty to theentire body. 


9 Because it affects only those portions sought to be developed. 
H Because it replaces fat with firm, springy muscles. 
Because its intense vibrations stimulate circulation. 
——— Because its use is not work, but pleasure. 
+4 J 
An Exercise That’s Really a Pleasure 
For Men, Women and Children. 
“Svmmetro ' will correct toeing-in, knock-knees, how-legs, flat feet, weak ankles 
and knees; reduce superfluous flesh and re defects in health and form 
aused by sedentary living 
‘Symmetro”™ is a boon to lovers of golf, tennis and bathing who 
harrassment be ed) | \ nid actresses it is ar 
to better positions an nds ely nickeled, str le 


price of **Symmetro soid under our bindin uarantee—is within 
ofall. Illustrated Booklet sent FREE. Address 


THE SYMMETRO CO., 125 Rea Bldg., Chicago 


Sitting, Standing, 
Lying Down, 
Results just 

the same 


suffer em 
rid 
lhe 


ngly ma 
the reach 







Funt 
Symmetro” 


No More 
Gray Halrs 


DeLacy’s French Hair Tonic is not a dye, 
therefore is Pere 
fectly Harmless. 
It Restores Gray 
Hair in any 
color of hair, 
moustache or 
whiskers back to 
the color it was 
before it turned 
ray. Stops hair 
falling instantly 
and cures dan- 
druff perman- 
ently. Easily 
applied; is not 
sticky or greasy, will not stain or injure. 
Your Money Back if it Fails. $1. by 
druggists, or sent to any part of the 
United States, express prepaid, 


DeLACY CHEMICAL COMPANY, 
981 HN. Broadway, St. Louls, Me. 


y»use 














Write for PREE package of 
DE LACY’S FRENCH SHAMPOO. 
The most elegant SHAMPOO ia the world. 





| new. 
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BN Wie YOU ASK FOR 


IBOSTON 
GARTER 


REFUSE ALL 
SUBSTITUTES AND 
INSIST ON HAVING 

THE GENUINE 
“SEB The Name is 


stamped on every 
loop — 


“(4 

CUSHION 
BUTTON 
CLASP 


LIES FLAT TO THE LEG—NEVER 

'@ASLIPS, TEARS NOR UNFASTENS 

: Sample pair, Silk 50c., Cotton 25e. 
Mailed on receipt of price. 


GEO. FROST CO., Makers 
Boston, Mass., U.S.A. 











REMEX 101 








SELF-FILLING FOUNTAIN PEN. PRICE $1.25 













The Remex Self-filler is 
It is simple as can 
be. No mechanism to 
unlock, no screws to turn, 
nothing to undo, Not a 
possibly of accidental 
overflow of ink 
from any cause 
whatever. Instantly 
a - peoty 
cleaned. It 

will hold 2% [The finger 
times as much 

ink as any other self- 
filling fountain pen made. 


To fill: Give the collar, 
which is part of the 
barrel, a half-turn, ex- 
posing rubber sack on 
which is cemented a 
metal bar extending the 
full length of the 
rubber. Press 
this bar, dip in 
the ink,’ remove 
the pressure 
and the pen is 
filled. A half- 
turn one way or another 
opens or closes the barrel. 


fills it) 

















The making of the pen-holder in a light 


m permits the insertion of a_ larger 
ink-sack than is possi- L ble with the use of any 
other style cover- ~ ing, thus giving the 
Remex great ink- -™ holding capacity. 
Sold by L. E. Remex 
Stationers, Druggists, Company 
and by Big 6 Cortlandt Street 


Stores Everywhere New York, N.Y, 


Sectional view 
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Kneipp Malt Coffee 


The Original Coffee Substitute 
“* Makes Rosy Cheeks”’ 





























The oldest substitute for coffee on the market—the 
only substitute for coffee that is absolutely a pure bar- 
ley malt preparation; not something to fool yourself 
with, but a real, delicious, wholesome, satisfying 


full flavored coffee. 


FREE TRIAL PACKAGE 


Enough for 10 cups will be sent on heres of 
accompanying coupon : 


HNEIPP MALT FOOD COMPANY 
Dept. G., 78 Hudson Street, - - New York City 














Kindly send me free trial package of KNEIPP COFFEE 
TT sins ose davccccsesecccccscssdsccasins Sena seeawediels sv0d tu50Ree : jee 
ADDRESS ....---cccccccccees 
DEALER’S NAME AND ADDRESS Cokes Seeesbunetacesceuess i 








SECTIONAL 
BOOK CASES 












For ele once. od Fran delicacy 

and purit Mn Roy yale s Cold 

Cres um is "she ol te ely without an 
ual. Contains the Ailk 
Almon Is ar nd concre 

youn? Scot 

whitening 







Pp. 
soc, prepaid; large trial jar by m all 15 


Pardridge & Blackwell, 4 


Detroit, Mich. 























Roller-bearing, non 
binding doors, remov- 
able (to clean or fe- 
place broken glass) by 
simply unhooking. No 
unsightly iron bands 
J protruding shelves 

cabinet work and finish 
the best Grand Rapids pro suction Sections so nicely 
joined together the appearance is that of a solid case. 





eceg > omely illustrated be ag in colors, telling how to furnish & 
iites y in your home simply, yet thoroughly artistic, sent FREE on 
requ mak Gunn Sectional Boc . Cases on sale by all leading furniture 
dealers « or direct from the factory. 


“Awarded Gold Medal, World’s Fair, St. Louis.” 


GUNN FURNITURE CO., Grand Rapids, Mich. 


Makers of Gunn Desks and Filing Cabinets 





YOU CAN MAKE CIGARETTES LIKE THESE 
The TURKO CIGARETTE, ROLLER 


to the greatest ond lntens asvohy for suosera” So smote shat 7 ” are mh 8 minute 
One complete TURKHO ROLLER sen pos-rerd for Trento tive conte, 
Adérene, CHARLES W OLIVER, 95 Wittem Stren, New Vern 
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The Beer of 
Quality 


Malt is the soul of beer. Therefore the best 
malt makes the best beer. The malt used in 


Pabst Blue Ribbon is made by the special Pabst 


process, which is the result of over sixty years 








of practical experience in malting. 


Every boftle of Pabst Blue Ribbon is sterilized, 
and every drop of the beer is cooled with filtered 
air in the hermetically sealed rooms. 







It is a malty beer, mellowed by age and possess~ 





ing an exquisite flavor 
— that is both appetizing 
and satisfying. 










Boflled only at the 
brewery in 


Milwaukee 





“a 






| 
| 
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Second 5') Dividend This Year 


OCTOBER 1, 1905 


Another dividend of 5% payable (regular 4% guaranteed and 1% extra 

for six months). This is second 5% dividend this year, making 10%, 
instead of 8%, as guaranteed. Both dividends derive from Companv’'s 
mahogany and other cabinet lumber. Third cargo of mahogany shipped 
to United States. Cargoes sent regularly. 


Sources of Revenue 
We own, free of encumbrance, a 288,000 acre plantation in Campeche, 
Mexico. Cabinet lumber and dyewoods standing thereon worth $10,145,0co 
at New York prices—of which amount we have marketable dyewoods worth 
$2,500,000, ready to cut and ship; 60,000 full-grown rubber trees; 250.000 full- 
grcwn chicle trees; 1800 head of cattle; 250 oxen; 200 mules; horse$, swine; 
stores, mills and factory operating. Large force of men developing oranges. 
lemons, bananas, cacao, henequen and cther tropical products. On full de- 
velopment of these, it is conservatively estimated that 


22°s Dividends 
will be paid; that is, we estimate the 14 acres represented by each share will, 


after 7 years, produce $¢6 a year (or $4.70 per acre) which is 22% of par 
value of stock. 
















Successful Management 

Our managers have developed two other Mexican plantations. Stock of both is 
$50 a share above par. This is sufficient to make our proposition a certainty, not 
a speculation. No chance of loss to the investor, for the plantation with its hun- 
dreds of dwellings, administration buildings, railroad line and other substantial im- 
rovements, always will be ample security for steckholders, being deeded in trust toa 
Philadelphia trust company for their protection. 


Shares, $5 per Month per Share 


Limited number of shares offered at par on instalments of $5 a month per share. 


Make application at once, Send $5 or more (but not more than $60, a year's instal- 
ments) on each share wanted. Over 1200 stockholders drawing dividends, 


OFFICERS BOARD OF DIRECTORS 
President, WM. H. ARMSTRONG, Consists of officers and 
Ex-U. S. Railroad Commissioner, Phila., Pa: H. A. MERRILL, 


sat 7 “ s President City National Bank, Mason City,lowa 
Vice-President, COL. A. K. MCCLURE, JOHN B. BARNES, 
Py ston a‘, 1 Ex-Editor Times, Phila., Pa. Justice Supreme Court, Norfolk, Neb. 
Write y for illus- VICTOR Du PONT, JR., 
trated paper and list of stockholders . Du Pont Powder Works, Wilmington, Del. 
who have received a_ total Phila., Pa. A. G. STEWART, 
of 51% in dividends. Counsel, A. L. WANAMAKER, Phila., Pa.| Attorney General of Porto Rico, San Juan, P. R 


INTERNATIONAL LUMBER & DEVELOPMENT CO., 712 Drexel Bldg., Philadelphia, Pa, 


stock of our own importations, set in rings. 
brooches, pendants, necklaces, studs, scurf- 
i pins, etc., at lowest prices, from 810.00 to 
j j $100,000.00. Catalogue sent free. Goods sent 
on approval. Address. 
MERMOD, JACCARD & KING, 401 Broadway, St. Louis, cr 400 Fifth Ave New York. 


SEIZES ONE MAN IN EVERY FIVE for a victim of accidental 
injury. It may seize YOU. You should secure to-day our UNIVERSAL 

Cc OUTFIT—$1,000.00 in case of death—$100.00 emergency bene- 
fit for accidents of any and all kinds, immediate care in event of injury 
—infallible identification—weekly indemnity for disability and otherunique 
and valuable protective features not offered by other companies. Price $2.00 a year. 

000.00 depe sited for the secarity of Rolicy holders. 
FOR POLICY ON APPROV 





Secretary and Treasurer, C. M. MCMAHON, 




















L. Money refunded if not satisfactory. 
7E NTED to handle the above in exclusive territory. Handsome seal grain 
pocket book, with registration card in center, given free with each policy. Good salesmen are 
makingsrom $50.00 to $100.00 a week. 


rite ‘as to-day. THE GERMAN REGISTRY CO., 9! Holtang Bauaing, 


eset 
The ‘‘Best’’ Light not only in name, but in character. It 
makes and burns its own gas—produces a more brilliant and 
powerful light than electricity or acetylene. Capacity, 100 
candle power. Portable and cheap. 


Absolutely no DIRT, CREASE or ODOR. 
Made in over 100 styles—every one warranted. 


AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE. 
THE BEST LICHT COMPANY, 


a 271 E. 5th STREET, CANTON, OHIO. 
mennetintatabmiidiaest een 
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Vaudeville 
at Home 


WITH THE 


Edison 
Phonograph 























You need not be a millionaire to entertain your guests or children with 
vaudeville at your home. All you need is an Edison Phonograph. Then you 
can hear just the kind of vaudeville you like best, when and where you please. 

The new list of Edison Gold Moulded Records includes the funniest songs, duets, 
impersonations, and musical specialties that are offered on the stage. You can't 
hear them too often and they never fail to produce laughter and calls for ‘‘more’’. 

The genuine improved Edison Phonograph does not imitate but faithfully 
reproduces the gems of vaudeville. To appreciate this great advantage of the 
Edison Phonograph over ordinary talking machines you should 


HEAR THESE VAUDEVILLE RECORDS FREE 


9046 Comic Song—Now What D’ye Think of That? 9020 Bell Solo—Tell Me With Your Eyes. 

8984 Vaudeville Specialty—Professor and Musical Tramp. 9030 Rube Talking Specialty—Courtin’ Malinda. 

9007 Rube Duet—Hey! Mr. Joshua. 9003 Tenor Solo—Rose-Marie. 

8999 Banjo Solo—Yankee Land March. 9044 Xylophone Medley—Down In Blossom Row. 

9036 Shakespearean Travesty— Antony and Cleopatra. 9014 Mandolin and Guitar Duet—An Autumn Evening. 
9033 Coon Song—Shame On You! 9019 Male Quartette—Good Night, Beloved, Good Night ! 


If you have no phonograph, you should learn the entertaining qualities of Edison Gold 
Moulded Records. Fill in and mail the coupon. We will then send you our New List of 
Gold Moulded Records, and a letter of introduction to our nearest dealer entitling you to hear 
any of our thousands of Records FREE. Edison Phonographs cost from $10.00 up; 
Records 35c. each. Write now, before you forget it. 


NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH CO., ORANGE, N. J. 
NEW YORK, CHICAGO, SAN FRANCISCO, LONDON 
1.C. S. Language Courses Taught by Edison Phonograph, 





Fill in and mail this coupon. 


NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH CO., 3SLakeside Ave., Orange, N.J.: 
Please send me Phonograph Catalogue and New List of Edison Records. 


Name 
St. and No. 


City State 


It you have a Phonograph, please give its mumber 
rmrriitiitttiitttt sececee Seceececucsane seeceaeeneaceeaaese 
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A Scientific Method of 
Growing Hair 


It is a known fact that the 
blood conveys nourishment to 
all parts of the body. It is 
likewise known that exercise 
makes the blood circulate, and 
that where the blood does not 
circulate no nourishment is 
supplied. 

The lack of proper circula- 
tion of blood in the scalp, due 
mainly to congestion produced 
by artificial causes, results in 
the starvation of the hair roots, 
and produces falling hair and 
baldness. Therefore the logical 
and only relief from baldness is 
in the restoration of the scalp 
to its normal condition, thus 
enabling the blood to resume 
its work of nourishing the hair 
roots. It was work along 
these logical lines that pro- 
duced and perfected 


THE EVANS VACUUM CAP 


The Evans Vacuum Cap provides the exercise which makes the blood circulate in the scalp. It 
gently draws the rich blood to the scalp and feeds the shrunken hairroots This causes the hair to grow. 
It is the simple, common-sense principles of physical culture scientifically applied to the scalp. 


Easy and Pleasant to Use 
d 
The Evans Vacuum Cap is portable and can readily be attached to any ordinary straight back chair. 


Three or four minutes’ use each morning and evening is all that is required. It leaves a pleasant tingling 
sensation for a few moments after use, indicating the presence of new life in the scalp. 


hod of Testi 
/ >© 
Method of Testing 

You can tell by a few minutes’ use ot the Evans Vacuum Cap whether it is possible for you to cultivate a growth of hair on 
your head, and we will send you the apparatus to make the experiment, without expense on your part. If the Evans 
Vacuum Cap gives the scalp a healthy glow, the normal condition of the scalp can be restored, and a three or four min- 
utes’ use of the Cap each day thereafter will, within a reasonable time, develop a natural and permanent growth of hair. 
If, however, the scalp remains white and lifeless after the Cap is removed, there would be no use to give the appliance a 
further trial. The hair cannot be made to grow in such cases. 


The Bank Guarantee 





We will send you, wy sn uid express, an Evans Vacuum Cap, and will allow ye ample time to prove its virtue. 
th 





All we ask of you i of the Cap in the Jetferson Bank f St I is, where it will remain dvring 
the trial gets nd, subje € w rder. If u do not cultivate a sufficient growth of hair to convince you that the 
fective, simply no! nk and They will return your deposit in ful We have no agents, and no one 
eed to eeil offer for sale or receive money for an Evans ‘V acuum Cap. All Caps are sold under the bank's 

ind all money is sent direct ty Jefferson Bank. 





A sixteen-page illustrated book will be sent you free, on request. 


EVANS VACUUM CAP CO. 1045 Fullerton Building, St. Louis 
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AN HONEST DEALER 


never substitutes an inferior article for the sake of greater profit. The dealer who does 
is not honest. . 


When you ask your dealer for hawt rb, half-hose, make up your mind before 


you ask him that you are demanding an article that has been carried up to the highest standard 
for twenty-eight years, and that something else will not do. 

During this time the trade-mark ‘‘ SeweZ%-’’ has appeared on the toe of our famous 
half-hose as a guarantee of goodness. 

While the profits on o%ei%m%- products are in some cases smaller than on inferior hosiery, 
you pay no more for the gemuine article, and certainly benefit by wearing hosiery 
of known quality. 

Saint CGOlors are fast and harmless. We manufacture our own yarns, 
and warrant a uniformity of grade and the best of quality. /f you ever find our 
goods otherwise than represented, send them hack to us, 
and we’ll cheerfully make them good. 

Style 19S W. is a style of unusual merit. The uppers are made of carefully selected cot- 
tons, dyed in our famous Snowblack, which will neither crock, stain or fade. ‘The soles are of 
natural Egyptian cotton undyed; of medium light weight, in sizes from g to 11 % inclusive. 

Price 25 cents per pair; six pairs for $1.50. 
If you cannot procure them from your local dealer, do not accept a sub- 


stitute, but send your order direct to us, and we will promptly deliver 
the same, charges prepaid to any part of the U. S. upon receipt of price. 
Our attractive Catalog is profusely illustrated in colors, shows styles, weights and prices of 


our men’s half-hose, and also children’s and misses’ ribbed cotton stockings. Send a postal for it to-day. It’s free 


SHAW STOCKING COMPANY, 30 SHAW ST., LOWELL, MASS. 
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SEPTEMBER AND OCTOBER | 


IN 


ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 


The most delightful months of the year. A period when 
an air of exclusiveness prevails over the entire island, and 
every feature of resort and outdoor life can be fully enjoyed. 


HADDON HALL | | 














Facing the boardwalk and beach. Situated in the resort’s 
best section, between the piers, and within 10 minutes’ walk 
of station. Offering superior accommodations and every 
convenience and luxury to its guests. Nearly every room 
an ocean view, equipped with long-distance phones, hot 
and cold sea-water baths, and electric lighted throughout. 








Noted for—ITS COMPLETE EQUIPMENT, 
COU RTEOUS SERVICE, AND HOMELIKE 
FEATURES. OPEN ALL YEAR. 


LEEDS & LIPPINCOTT. | 
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WE ARE DISTILLERS 
AND SELL DIRECT TO YOU 
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The above is a bird's-eye picture of our plant at Troy, Ohio, which covers three city squares. 
The capacity of distillery is 2,000 bushels of grain per day, of warehouses 5,000,000 gallons. 


HAYNER WHISKEY 


4 avant 428 .20 EXPRESS 





UARTS PREPAID 


We won't give pel a chance to adulterate HAYNER WHISKEY, 
so we sell direct to YOU. We cut out all the dealers and middlemen, so you 
save their enormous profits and are absolutely sure of getting our whiskey in 
its original purity, sieaneds and flavor, Pure HAYNER WHISKEY has no 
superior at any price and yet it costs less than dealers charge for inferior 
adulterated stuff. 


OUR OFFE We will ship you in a plain sealed case, with no marks to 
show contents, FOUR FULL QUARTS of HAYNER WHISKEY, either RYE 
or BOURBON, for $3.20, and we will pay the express charges. Take it home and 
sample it, have your doctor test it, every bottle if you wish. Then, if you 
don’t find it perfectly satisfactory, ship it back to us AT OUR EXPENSE 
and your $3.20 will be promptly refunded. How could any offer be fairer? 
You don’t risk a cent. Write our nearest office and do it NOW, 
Orders for Ariz., Cal., Col., Idaho, Mont., Nev., N. Mex., Ore., Utah, 


Wash., or Wyo., must be on ‘the basis of 4 Quarts for $4.00 by EXPRESS PREPAID 
or 20 Quarts for $15.20 by FREIGHT PREPAID. 


THE HAYNER DISTILLING COMPANY, 


DAYTON, OHIO. ST. LOUIS, MO. ST. PAUL, MINN. ATLANTA, GA. 
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“ Cleanliness of body was 
ever esteemed to proceed 
from a due reverence to God, 
to society and to ourselves.” 


Beacon 


From the end of the 18 Century 
to the beginning of the 20% 


PEARS’ SOAP 


has been popularly recognised 
as the clean and cleansing soap. 








Of all Scented Soaps Pears’ Otto of Rose is the best, 


AU rights secured. 
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The. sorcery of pearly teeth, $ 


Luparkiing, bewitching smules, 
_ follows the use of the charming, 


E.W. Hoyt & CO: 
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Don’t be penny wise and 


dollar foolish 


Don’t use coarse, cheap, scouring 
soaps and “wear out” your kitchen 
utensils cleaning them. 

Use Bon Ami, the 
It is coarse enough to re- 


improved 
cleaner. 
move the dirt or tarnish easily, but 
it will not scratch or wear out the 
surface cleaned. 

Kitchen ware cleaned with Bon 
Ami looks best (is not scratched) 
and lasts longest (is not worn out by 
the cleaning), therefore, results con- 
sidered, Bon Ami is the 
Scouring Soap 


most 


economical made. 


Get a trial cake of Bon Ami of 
your grocer for cleaning marble, 
paints, pots, or oilcloth, and bright- 
ening the tins, knives, forks and enam- 
eled ware; then polish the nickel on 
the stove, the brass on the front door, 
the copper on the urns, and last clean 
the windows or polish the mirrors. 

Please notice, one preparation— 
Bon Ami—does the work of both 
a scouring soap and a metal polish, 
and cleans the glass besides. 

Dollars are saved by its con- 
tinual use. 
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Secretary of War Taft 


undoubtedly chose the 


PACIFIC MAIL 


route for his congressional party to Hawaii, Japan and the 
Philippines on account of its superior attractions both in com- 
fort, size and appointments of its vessels and in the climatic ad- 
vantages afforded by its being the semi-tropical route. The 
selection is emphasized by the fact that the party will return via 
the same line. 

Secretary Taft is an experienced traveler over the Pacific and 
his choice was not madeat random. It was the selection of a man 
who knew. 


From San Francisco to Hawaii, Japan, China and the Philippines 
Rates and information at any railroad ticket agent or from 
PACIFIC MAIL S. S. CO., San Francisco, Cal. 
R. P. SCHWERIN, Vice-President and General Manager. 
Chicago New York St Louis Baltimor Roston 
kson Boulevard 1 Broadway—349 Broadway 903 Ulive Street Baltimore and Hanover 170 Washington Street 


Washington Syracuse Hlamburg, Germany London, England 
632 Chestnut Street str Pennsylvania Avenue 212 W. Washington St Amerikanans, Ferdinandstrasse 49 Leadenhall Street 





